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OUTSIDE these covers are the author's metrical paraphrase 
of the Psalms of Israel, a five-fold rendering (printed 
broculside) of the Dies Itsb, three or fonr 'occasional' 
pieces and a few casual items of even slenderer merit. For the not 
many who may care for it, here is gathered, snch as it is, various 
prosody of some forty years. 

With small self-satisfaction the author revises and mends his lines; 
rather with that curious detachment in which one queries whether 
a likeness of himself is not that of another. He knows that im- 
pulse and sincerity cannot plecul any saving pardon, if eagerness 
misses force and correctness is without charm. Thus he shivers 
at his own rashness. Tet friends too kind to be merely compliant 
have liked this one and that other of these rhymings, and beloved 
mentors, long absent, have seemed to be looking approvingly over 
his shoulder as he wrote. 

Certain of these pieces are in the Coll^;e Hymnal^ ordinarily to 
make available tunes of peculiar distinction which lacked desirable 
words. Others (psu^e) have from time to time appeared in the 
Independent and like publications. Several are truly 'fugitive', 

elect magaxines having. declined them with the usual polite for- 
mula. A few student songs have fared better, one of them being 
the atand'Up song' of the College which the writer loves and has 
long, but so ina^lequately, served. 

How gla^lly would one have written even a single outstanding 
Christian hymn I Sure that he ha^s not done this, but thankful 
for some humilities that his attempts have taught him, the 
author would render his far-away tribute to the spiritual passion 
of that stately choir among whom are Qerhardt, Charles Wesley, 
Montgomery, Matheson, with immortals fifty more. So, even if 
over daringly, he lifts these flickering torches in the twilight and 
with One who knows all he rests his case. 
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'' Some are suDg, and that was yesterday; 
And some unsung, and that may be tomorrow.^' 



THE ODE OF MIRIAM 

SING, Israel ! for the Lord at length 
Hath triumphed gloriously. 
The horse and rider, by His strength, 
Lie sundered in the sea. 

The floods, outparted by Thy hand. 
Gave back before Thy rod ; 
Those riven depths, as tho dry land. 
Thy freedmen safely trod. 

The war-lord drave his chariot fast, 
With hot and vengeful boast : 
But God's fists flung a mighty blast 
To whelm that furious host. 

The toppling walls of water fell 
To swallow Pharaoh's pride ;— 
Full let the song and timbrel tell. 
On this Bed Sea's far side I 

The aliens tremble while they hear,— 
Dark Efeypt overthrown 1 
Takes hold on them a deadly fear, 
They stand as still as stone. 

So evermore Thy people bid. 
Destroyers flee their face. 
Bring them, of night and terror rid. 
To Thy sure dwelling-place. 

Safe from the last great enemy, 
Let all Thine Israel sing, 
With Miriam's music, Lord, to Thee, 
Their everlasting King I 



1878. 



OVERVIEW 

THAT Kingdom come! Thou everlasting Lord! 
According to the promise of Thy word. 
As the green hills of the sea 
Flood measureless, wide run Thy majesty I 

Let mutiny and hate and envy yield 
To Thine inviolable arm revealed ; 
Till humanity be one 
True Fatherdom of God and kiss Thy Son I 

Breezes or blasts Thy sandals, in Thj path 
Smite all effronteries with Thy rod of wrath, 
Everlastingly redress 
Time's wrongs and all the hungry-hearted bless. 

Summon glad tears to long-expectant eyes. 
Broader than noonday let Thy 6od-beams rise! 
All afar Thy sign advance 
To claim Tbine uttermost inheritance. 

Unseen, Thy sceptre hath Thy reign begun ; 
Walk Thou amid Thy candles. Living One 1 
Be Thy reckoning onbome, — 
The bright and brighter weft of endless mom I 

Aflame from East to West, bethrid the dark, 
Spend Thy white lightnings hurtling to their mark, 
Every world-power make Thee room. 
Final obedience banish ancient gloom. 

Burst forth. Thou Bridegroom 1 Back Thy curtain drawn, 
Sin's far-cast sha^dows swallow up of dawn, 
Claim Thine unbeguildd Bride, 
Thy soul's strange travail all be satisfied. 

Fair as the Moon and clear as Thou, her Sun, 
Apparelled in the robes her hope hath won, 
Thou wilt take her then and crown 
That love nor waters quenched nor floods could drown. 



She long hath waited, watched and mourned apart : 
But now is set a seal upon Hiy heart. 
Wondering reads the way she trod 
Submissive to the righteousness of God. 

Joy I for redemption's longed-for day is near! 
The clock of stars moves. Soon will He appear. 
Midnight pa>sseth. All is w^elL 
The angel hands are on the golden bell ! 

Oh, rapturous hour, when that Lord's-Day shall rise 
And Heaven's high sunburst fill the unfolding skies ! 
None shall say "io, bereT'-or " There T* 
With that resplendent morrow everywhere. 

1880. 



THE CRADLE 

MY Guide, IPho knew this path, alone 
Yet not alone, still leads the way, 
Leadmg His pilgrims, one by one, 
Within the gates of cloudless day. 

My sins are lost in Love's release. 
He stays my heart, Who did redeem. 
My soul is kept in perfect peace ; 
Because my trust is fixed on Him. 

Assured forever of my Friend, 
Upon that Rock my feet shall stand ; 
His love will hold me to the end, 
And naught can pluck me from His hand. 

His everlasting arms beneath, 
His love and life will surely keep ; 
Die I can not ;^ there is no death I 
In that strong grasp I shall but sleep. 

1881. 



ENDLESS ALLELUIA 

WHEN the Everla43tmg One 
Earth's creation had begun. 
Gathered back the weltering sea. 
Sowed the void and lit the day, 
Then from every holy sphere 
All the morning stars chimed clear. 
Shouts of joy the angels sang, 
Heaven with AHeluias rang. 

When the all-beginning Word, 
Cradled Babe,— ' Arm of the Lord ', 
Luminous with brighter day. 
Shed the Star of Bethlehem's ray, 
Then again the heavenly throng 
Poured its flood of thrilling song. 
" Praise the God of Peace I " they sang. 
Earth with Alleluias rang. 

With one glad harmonious voice, 
All adoring souls rejoice. 
Heaven-taught, evermore they raise 
Hymns of confidence and praise. 
Till, when breaks that final mom. 
Whither all true hearts are borne, 
Angel songs with saints' shall blend 
Alleluias without end. 

1881. 



SONG OF ASCENTS 

THE tribes of faith, from all the Earth, 
Press up to thee, Zion ! 
For God hath broke our captive yoke 
And rent the gates of iron. 
In thy dear laoid our feet shall stand, 
Despite Apollyon's malice ; 
Our conquering King His own shall bring 
Triumphant to His palace. 



Our thirsting hearts our God hath heard, 
The Living Rock is riven 1 
Our souls hold fast the faithful Word 
And eat the bread of Heaven. 
Sun shall not smite, nor Moon by night, 
While He doth tread beside us, 
Who Israel keeps and never sleeps ; 
Right home His hand shall guide us. 

We shout the King's shout as we march,— 
His captaincy all glorious I 
In Him secure the promise sure, 
His cause shall be victorious. 
Mid flame or flood or calm or cloud, 
Thro wilderness and river. 
Our roa/d is trod that ends in God, 
To dwell with Him forever. 



1881. 



A CRY 

MIGHT of might 1 Thy chuich recover 1 
Bid her deathly sleep be over. 
Holy Spirit, break this frost, 
Flash Thy flames of Pentecost I 

By the Saviour's intercession. 
End our dullness and transgression ; 
Never will Thy grace despise 
True contrition's sax^riflce. 

Turn our shame and desolation 
To the joy of Thy salvation I 
Thus restored our souls shall sing 
Of Thy righteousness, King I 

1881. 



FULFILLMENT 

ETERNAL day hath owned 
The Prince of Life, enthroned I 
To that great eucharist, 
Thro gates of amethyst, 
Purchase unpriced, 
The Church of Christ 
Streams in, its ransomed thrbng 
Uplifting boundless song. 
Brighter than diadem. 
Each brow one sign doth gem. 

These who confessed His name, 
Endured, despised the shame, 
Now walk with Him in white, 
Who well have fought their fight. 
Who kept l^eir faith. 
Won sorrow's graith. 
Transformed beneath His face, 
There by Immanuel's grace, 
Long aiS eternity. 
The BlessM One they see. 

His hand hath wiped all tears. 
Ending those doubts and fears. 
The cry of pain is o'er. 
Death shades not that bright shore. 
All things are new! 
Faithful and True 
Their King's name. He hath come 
To fetch His banished home ! 
Bideth Messiah's word ; 
The Bride is with her Lord. 



Peace perfected at last! 
Time's tribulation past. 
No longer is there night, 
The Lamb their lamp and light. 
Everywhit whole 
Esich ransomed soul ! 
For every heart athirst 
Celestial springs outburst. 
Over those heavenly meads 
His flock that Shepherd leads. 



GREAT LIGHT 

RING again, ye starry chime ! 
'T is the fulness of the time. 
Shadows of the ages fly, 
Love's broad banner fills the sky 1 
Earth's new birthday I Tell it out, 
Sons of Heaven, with joyful shout ! 

Let God's Israel from the moil 
Of death's battle gather spoil ; 
Joy, BiS when the reapers come ' 
Bearing high the harvest home ; 
Broke the rod of tyrannies, 
All the war-gear fuel is. 

Unto us a Child is bom, 
Given to us the Son of Mom I 
His shall throne and sceptre be, 
Father of Etemity 1 
Let Thy government increase 
Evermore, Prince of Peace I 

Wonder, Counsel, Mighty Lord, 
Be in all Thy worlds adored I 
Putting once Thy glory down, 
Thou dost wear l^e ageless crown. 
Grant us with Thyself to be. 
Thro that strange nativity. 



1881. 
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JEHOVAH NISSI j 

GOD SAVE OUR LAND ! Be this our steadfast prayer. 
Thy Kingdom come with power and glory everywhere. 
Let all our souls invoke Thine, awful care. 
God save our land! 

" In God we trust 1 " O Lord, Inline arm make bare, 
By Thy pure word smite pride, hate, lust and lies that dare, 
Nor let Tliy faithful rod our evil spare. 

Guide them that rule ! Our blood-bought freedom keep. 
Let union, love and law, their happy harvest reap, 
Till in thanksgiving deep shall answer deep. 

Full with Thy blessing, counselled 'neath Thine eye, 
Who ridest for our help upon the bending sky ;— 
What nation is there which hath God so nigh ? 

Let Jesus reign I and every heart consent. 
Of Him, by Him, for Him, be all the government. 
Sign with His Cross a ransomed continent. 
God save oub land. Amen. 

1881 



LOYALTY 

UP and on, ye true three hundred I 
Faith is more than odds. 
Do the doing ye are bidden ; 
Then the day is God's. 
Wake the trumpet I Shout the watchword ! 
Lift the flaming lamp 1 
Strip the sword of God and Gideon I 
Truth shall rout their camp. 



Jericho fell down in ruin, 
Midian's host shall flee, 
Out shall Israel's Prince before us 
Thrust the enemy. 
Thine the cause, O God of armies! 
Gird us for the fi^ht. 
With the glory of the morning 
Whelm the hosts of night. 

God bestrides the sky to help us. 
God, whose majesty 
Clave the Sea and reft the Jordan, 
Pledges victory. 

Everywhere the right diall rally, 
Powers of darkness yield, 
Yesterday, today, forever. 
Faith shall hold the field. 



1881 



"DER GOLDNEN SONNEN LIGHT" 

M. Oiiisti&D Scriver, (leSO-ieSS^. 

THE golden Sun hM now fulfilled 
His course of light and splendor. 
While all the Earth to rest has stilled, 
My soul, thy duty render. 
Step forth to Heaven's door, 
Singing thy carol o'er, 
Thine eyes and heart and mind upraise 
To Jesus, with thine evening praise. 

Despise not Thou the lowly chaoit 
That now, O Lord, I sing Thee ; 
For peace my heart doth ever want, 
Till I her tribute bring Thee. 
Tho what I bring is small. 
Oh, take it as mine all! 
And what I heartily intend 
Discern, Christ ! my soul's true Friend. 
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With Thee I get me to my couch, 
My Boul to Thee commending. 
Thou wilt, my Shepherd, slumber vouch, 
AU wisely still befriending. 
On Earth I nothing fear, 
Nor pain nor death is drear ; 
For who in Thy dear care hath lain, 
In joy shall rise at mom again. 

My weary frame, thy rest prepare. 
In slumber safely closing. 
My tired eyes, shut out your care 
And yield to God's disposing. 
One curtaining word be mine, — 
" Lordj utterly I am Tbine I " 
So endeth my whole day aright. 
Now friendly One, good-night, good-night I 1882. 

"frOhlich sol MEIN HERZE SPRINGEN" 

Paul Gerbardt (1606-1676} Abr. 

JOYFUL shall my heart, upspringing, 
Hear this night, with delight. 
All the welkin ringing. 
Full and clear the choirs of glory. 
Far and high, thrill the sky 
With the Christmas story I 

Forth to-day from Beaven's portal 
Comes a King, conquering. 
Bringing life immortal. 
For thy good, O sinful creature I 
God's dear Child, undefiled. 
Wears thy human nature. 

Ye with sordid burdens bending, 
See the near door appear, 
To a rest unending ! 
Enter in! the life beginning. 
Which, by grace, giveth peace 
Evermore from sinning. 18S2. 
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« ACH GOTT, VERLASS MICH NICHT" 

Salomon Fnnek^ (^172Si). 

O60D! forsake me not! 
Thine hand to me extending, 
Until, in steady faith. 
My pilgrimage is ending. 
Here in this vale of night, 
Be Thou my glorious Light! 
Be Thou my staff and rod, 
Forsake me not, my God I 

O God! forsake me not! 
Teach me Thy way to ponder 
And let me nevermore 
In sin and folly wander. 
Give me the Holy Ghost, 
Grant an all-conquering trust 
And if my footing slide, 
Then, Lord, be at my side I 

O God I forsake me not I 
In danger and in trial. 
Stand Thou to strengthen me, 
Amid the world's denial. 
When, hot temptations near, 
My courage turn to fear, 
Do all that Thou hast willed, 
But ne'er forsake Thy child ! 1883. 

"LOBE DEN HERREN, DEN MXCHTIGEN KONIG" 

Joachim Neander, 16T9. 

PRAISE to the Lord, the Omnipotent King of Creation I 
Joining the choral of Heaven, ye great congregation 1 
Thronging about, jubilant psalmody shout. 
Pour forth a glad invocation 1 

Praise to the Lord I Who is reigning o'er all in His splendor, 
Yet, as on eagle-wing beneath thee upward so tender. 
He hath decreed bountifully to thy need ; 
Deeply thy gratitude render. 
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Praise to the Lord I He in wonderfal beauty hath made thee. 
Healed thee and guided thee, never neglected to aid thee. 
In bitter pain, over and over again, 
In His true covert hath stayed tiiee. 

Praise to the Lord I Unto Him Alleluia forever I 
Sing, O ye people, that Holy One strong to deliver ! 
He is your Light ; never forget ye His right, 
Amenl Thou infinite Giver, 188^ 



"SOLLTICH MEINEM QOTT NICHT SINGEN" 

Paul GertMflt, l€Se. 

SHOULD I not, in meek adoring. 
Thank my gracious God above, 
Whom I see on all things pouring 
Forth the sunshine of His love? 
For *t is naught but Love's own loving, 
In His constant heart, doth care 
Endlessly to love and bear 
Those their love, in service, proving. 
All things Icbst their portioned day, — 
God's love to Eternity. 

O'er her young the eagle hovers. 
Spreading wide her wings' defense ; 
So, each day, my soul God covers 
Under His omnipotence. 
Out of naught began my living. 
When the mighty Father bade, 
And tiie life that then He made 
Still hath shared His changeless giving. 
All things last their portioned day,— 
God's love to Eternity. 
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All-compajssionate, the Father 
For us gave His dear Firstborn, 
In that Life-^ift aye to gather 
Home the orphaned and forlorn. 
Thou vast immea,sureHi Kindness I 
Deep unfathomable Sea I 
Who can bound Thy mystery? 
Human wisdom owns her blindness. 
AU things Icbst their portioned day, — 
God's love to Eternity. 1882. 

JERSBTFIELD LAKE 

REST on the oars and caU I Across the water, 
Eight times, from far and further, magic answers 
Call back and back, in clear diminuendo, 
As if were thrilled the throats of some great oigan. 
Bourdon and diapason, flute and hautboy, 
Each chiming rank obedient to one pressure, 
One throbbing heart and every pulse responding. 
The weird reverberation flatters softly 
One's quick conceit, to fancy, for an instant, 
That granite hills and terraced wildernesses 
Make him l^eir centre. Such are life's successes 
That sense gets echo of. For as these sweetest 
Betuming peals are not the first nor loudest, 
But gain in music while l^e ear awaits tiiem, 
Till listening for that just beyond the last one ; 
So, richest antiphons of word and doing 
Are inarticulate. Their unreplying 
Tides beat across an unconfined horizon. 
Each cadence here reflects its self-same accent, 
Question is ever answering by question. 
All is restored again ; for naught is cherished,— 
With tossing back our words the echo ceases. 
Nothing it tells of other silenced voices 
And will not speak of ours to l^em that follow. 



IS 
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Echo is interruption, silence— motion. 

The hasty sickle gives a scanty gamer : 

The precious fruit must come by patient waiting. 

The napkin rots that hides too cautious ti^easure ; 

Spend and be spent and lose thy life to find it I 

The wider world provokes the nobler voyage. 

Better unfathomed sky than shallow mirror. 

The praise of the terrestrial is one, 

The peace of the celestial is another. 

Things heard are temporal,— unheard eternal I 

God's space is full of life-waves unimpeded, 

Where better voice than sound bears on the rhythm, 

In floods that beat in tremulous harmonics 

To Heaven's gates. There, high above the hill-tops, 

Our raptured souls the harmony shall hear 

Of overtones too fine for mortal ear. 

1882. 



PARACLETE 

OTHOU final revelation 
Of that wondrous Trinity, 
Help mine utmost supplication. 
By Thy love's infinity. 
Flood me with Thy vital current. 
Earnest of my Lord's great oath ; 
By that one Redeemer's warrant. 
Waiting Thee, I trust Ye both. 

Stir my soul to godly sorrow. 
For Thy grieving o'er and o'er. 
Fit me for a different morrow, 
That I never vex Thee more. 
Change my frowardness and folly, 
Lea/d me by Thy heavenly rai^ 
Give me, Thou Spirit Holy, 
Thy companioning alway. 
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Grant me, for these ashes, beauty. 
Turn my heaviness to praise. 
Gird me for each instant duty. 
Calm and hallow all my ways. 
Quench the fiery darts of Satan. 
Plead my cause aoid take my part. 
Whisper Thou, when fears dishearten, 
" Ood is greater than tby heart I " 

Power Most High 1 Brood Thou above me, 
End confusion with Thy light. 
Search and chasten, puif^ and prove me. 
Sure that all Thou dost is right. 
Bid me grow in grace and knowledge, 
Be-created from above. 
Make me bear, with dauntless courage. 
Fruits of joy, of peace, of love. 

All-controlling, all-enfolding. 
Ever-present Paraclete, 
Thou hast, all my want beholding, 
Led me to a Saviour's feet. 
Make the burdened world to hear it, 
Testify Thy changeless mind ; 
By Thy love. Thou Holy Spirit, 
Pledge and pity poor mankind. 

He, when enmity defiled me. 
Ended by His death my strife ; 
Much more, Who hath reconcUed me. 
Shall preserve me by His life I 
Full-delivered from all evil, 
Unto glorious liberty, 
Victor over doom and Devil, 
I, at last, the Christ shall seel 
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But amid that adoration,— 
Loved and Lover face to face, — 
When that day of coronation 
Dawns, with shoutings to His grace, 
When salvation's song is swelling, 
Thro the age-long heavenly rest. 
Still my heart shall be Thy dwelling,— 
Unseen and eternal Guest I 

1883. 



FATHERDOM 

OTHOU Eternal, Changeless, Infinite! 
First, Last and Only,— filling all in all. 
Hiding Thy glory in th' abyss of light, 
Majestic in Thy mercy as Thy might. 
My God I with perfect trust Thy name I call. 

I dare, unfrightened, lift mine eyes above ; 
Within Thj house, my Father! can I fear? 
My heart's deep answer needeth not to prove 
The pulses of Thine omnipresent love ;— 
My spirit's cry Thy Spirit bends to hear. 

Thou, Who the number of the stars dost tell, 
Bow, Lord, to order all my destiny I 
As seeing Thee, Who art invisible. 
Let me amid these awful grandeurs dwell, 
Forever Thine obedient child to be. 

1882. 



"OUTSKIRTS OF HIS WATS" 

I BLESS Thy beauties. Lord, that bloom 
About mine earthly path, 
Denying gloom. 
Each twice-aglow, like dawn's first ray, 
For prophecy it hath 
Of perfect day. 
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The matin music, filling skies 
Of May and rapturous June, 
Saithy — ' Soul, arise I 
Thy summer-glow shall never dim 
And voice of thine shall tune 
A better hymn.' 

For Thy love, Lord, is natui^ g^^. 
Gemmed at Thy kipgly cost, 
At Thine hand clad, 

And wears, by grace, the peace that smiled 
Ere Paradise was lost. 
Or man b^uiled. 

Open mine eyes, that I may see, 
Creation's clue thus given, 
In all things— Thee I 
Assure me that these glories wide 
But shadows are of Heaven 
And underside. 

So may my happy road be trod. 
Touching the while I fare 
Thy skirts, my God ! 

Then still with Thee take morning's wing. 
On thro the upper air 
To soar and sing. 1882. 



HOLY ALLUNCE 

WE lift a nation's cry 
To Thee, Thou Lord Most High, 
For this dear land I 
No other king have we ; 
Our refuge is in Thee ; 
Uphold our liberty, 
Stretch forth Thine hand 1 
Tho envy mock, we are Thy flock ; 
God save America I Be Thou her Rock I 



If 

Implead the nnrighteoiHr e&nm. 
Write Thoa the people's laws, 
Tme peace maintain. 
Render ns wise and good, 
In mifeigned gratitude 
And honest brothertiood, 
Beneath Thy rmgn. 
From sea to sea, in CSirist made free, 
God save America her unity I 

Here fade each foul abuse 
And eveiy where Thy truce 
Enclasp mankind I 
Our widening borders bless 
With new unselfishness ; 
Conqueror of Time's distress, 
DoaUlliymmdl 
80 condescend to be our Friend, 
God save America till Earth shall end I 



DER MOROENSTERN 

HOW brightly glows Ihat Morning Starl 
With God's full grace and truth afar. 
Our day's irradiant blossom. 
O tender Shepherd, David's Son, 
My King, the heavenly throne upon. 
Thou shinest in my bosom,— 
Precious, gracious. 
Light-resplendent, all transcendent, 
Boundless Giver, 
High and wonderful forever I 
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O Gem I with which no gem can yie, 
God's Son I beyond all praises high, 
Our Father's dear Bestowal, 
My soul dissolves in ecstasies, 
My life Thy sweet evangel is,— 
My being's whole avowal I 
Thy word, my Lord, 
Will I ever keep and never. 
Never, lose Thee, 
Life-Bread I not in vain I choose Thee. 

Shed in mine inmost heart abroad. 
Thou heavenly Ray ! Thou Light of God I 
Thy love's illumination. 
That I may evermore remain 
Thy Body's member, Lord, ordain 
My very heart's pulsation I 
No rest my breast 
Can discover, heavenly Lover I 
Till it daimeth 
Thee, whose love my love enflametii. 

From God there falls the light of peace. 
When full on me Thy holy face 
Is turned in benediction. 
O Jesus, Lord, my dearest good ! 
Thy word. Thy spirit, life and blood 
Uplift me from affliction. 
Hold me, fold me 

'Neath Thy kind arm, ne'er to find harm 
In Thee hiding I 
Lord, I come. Thy word abiding. 
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My Father, God and ChampioB ! 
Or ere Creation was begun, 
Thou didst, in Jesus, love me. 
Thy Son did me to Him betroth ; 
With thankjful heart I bless that oath ; 
From Him can nothing move me. 
Thy wealth my health ! 
Life from Heaven He hath given ; 
Here and yonder 
Ever wiU I praise and wonder. 

Strike to our God the soundmg string I 
With joy one sweetest choral brii^, 
A world of gladness voicing I 
I'll go with my dear Lord, to-day, 
To-morrow, to eternity. 
In steadfast love rejoicing. 
Singing, ringing, 
Jubilation, adoration I 
Laud the story,— 
He, the Christ, is King of Glory I 

Lord Jesus I how I hail Thy name I 
First, Last, and evermore the Same, 
The End as the Beginning. 
Thou, Who with life atoned my price, 
Shalt take me to Thy Paradise, 
Thy piercM hand-clasp winning. 
Tea, Lord ; aye. Lord ; 
Come to meet me, rapt to greet Thee. 
Sound the warning 
Soon of love's eternal morning I 1888. 



CORNERSTONE 

OUR God and our Redeemer, 
Accept the house we build 
And let it with Thy blessinf^, 
While e'er it stands, be filled. 
From comer up to capstone, 
Provide, direct, sustain ; 
That so, Thou Heavenly Builder, 
We labor not in vain. 

Here, Lord, receive the praises 
To Thine Incarnate Truth, 
Of old men and of children, 
Of maiden and of youth. 
Amid Thy happy worship 
Let care and doubting cease. 
Bestow Thy royal plenty 
And in this place give peace. 

Let loneliness and sorrow. 
The stranger and the poor. 
Find here, forever open. 
Thy great effectual door. 
Fetch home again Thy banished, 
KingI and give to them 
Who thirst for childhood's watera 
The well of Bethlehem. 

Here let Thy Spirit hover 
In Pentecostal flame. 
Make beautiful these gateways 
In Christ of Nazareth's name I 
Till he shall come, to gather 
The Church of the First-born 
And all the bells of glory 
Ring in the Bridal mom I 1888. 



THE DOOR 

OGOD, Thy judgments give the King, Thy Son I 
Now let the handful's harvest shake like Lebanon ; 
Lead out Thy scattered flock and make them one ; 
Thy word abide. 

Aloft that Cross where Love did sin atone ; 
Lord of all Righteousness, we name Thy name alone ; 
Let loyal anthems swell from zone to zone, 
One joyful tide I 

To Christ the gathering of the peoples be, 
From valley, mountain, wilderness and utmost sea, 
With naught athwart His final sovereignty, 
For man 'Who died. 

Our bright Flag be the signal of Thy sky. 
Heedful for justice answering every human cry, 
Those stripes a stairway to the stars I thereby 
Our God our Guide. 

Thy years, true King of Ages, shall not fail. 
The Lion of the tribe of Judah shall prevail. 
All they that pierce His love shall see and wail 
The Crucified I 

King that Thou art. Thine only kingdom come I 
Before that sceptre all untoward foes be dumb I 
Throw wide the gates of Thy millenium,— 
Proclaim Thy Bride I 

Rebuke the enemy that would devour. 
Reveal the radiant hidings in Thy hand of power. 
Enrobe Thy daughter with Thy royal dower. 
Beatified. 

Te forests, sing 1 Te oceans, clap your hands ! 
Like hills about Jerusalem, Messiah stands. 
Amen and Amen I Hail Him, all ye lands, 
Afar and wide I 

1888. 



ALTARWARD 

SOUL, art thou tired of endeavor 
And discipline, 
A-wondering if thy cross wiU ever 
Its crowning win 7 

Does thy strange going seem unguided, 
Thy wayf are long, 
Are thy God's providences chided, 
As they were wrong? 

Do glooms that may be felt brood o'er thee? 
Is the path rough ? 

Thy Master's footmarks are before thee,— 
That is enough I 

Go thou thy way until the end be, 
Stand in thy lot, 

StiU bend thy will whate'er He send thee 
And murmur not. 

Honor thy work, nor covet neighbor, 
Nor vaunt, nor fret ; 
Who sets thy task tiiy loving labor 
Will not foiget. 

The humblest part need never falter 
Beneath His eye. 
The lowliest gift the holy Altar 
Wm sanctify. 

Who fashioned us each use can measure 
And place us where 
The earthen vessel may the treasure 
Of Heaven bear. 

Make thou His statutes songs, then duty 
Thy joy shall be ; 

So shall the King desire thy beauty 
Of loyalty. 

His plan, like hills that compass Zion, 
Naught shall displace ; 
Nor frustrate, more than loose Orion, 
His tender grace. 
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To eat with thee the paschal supper 

Thy Lord would come ; 

So make thy ready heart an upper 

And furnished room. 

Do what He saith, son, daughter ; 

He will divine 

Thine instant want and change the water 

To that best wine. 

Thy sins are seventy times seven ? 

He will forgive, 

Cast out the old unhallowed leaven 

And in thee live. 

For thee shall Israel's horsemen harness 

Their chariot 

And tho the seven-times heated furnace 

Blaze ne'er so hot, 

Thy Saviour ('t is a faithful saying 1) 

Shall bear thee thence, 

Or with thee bless thine undismaymg 

Obedience. 

Hold that thou hast and serve Him truly 

A little more ; 

The Judge, Who only rendereth duly, 

Is at the door. 

No loveling is by Him forsaken ; 

He will redeem 

His promises and thou shalt waken 

As from a dream. 

Soon thou Shalt take the happy guerdon 

Of evil years,— 

Be glad according to thy burden,— 

Joy for thy tears. 

What God doth thou shalt know hereafter, 

Thy gleaning bring 

And then thy mouth be filled with laughter 

And thy tongue sing I 



The heedful days of toil and trial 

Peace will reqnite. 

No shadow falleth on the dial 

Beneath that Light ! 

For He, Who in their number telleth 

The starry rounds, 

Is He the broken-hearted healeth 

And binds their wounds. 

His palm shall leave no fj^rieving traces 

Upon their eyes ; 

Their lifetime's Love, with glowing faces, 

They recognijse. 

'T is only till that hastening morrow 

Thine heart can ache ; 

Pour faith's sweet sky-song thro thy sorrow,— 

The day shall break I 

A day of glad transfiguration, 

No change can dim ; 

Hope in the Lord ! thine expectation 

Is all from Him. 

Foiget thy former lack and falling, 

Fare forth, my soul I 

Press toward the prize of the high calling! 

On, to thy goal! 

Thy Ood will own thy fuU oblation, 

Bend from His throne 

And crown thee with His salutation,— 

" My child f well done ! " lass. 



DIES IRJS 

THAT great day of the Lord draws nigh 
With wrath and tribulation, 
When swift shall break the bitter cry 
Thro Earth's vast habitation, 
A day of trouble, cloud and gloom. 
Of trumpet blast and rending tomb,— 
The judgment of Creation I 



The thronging millions, quick and deeul^ 
Speed to that last arraigning. 
Wide is the open volume spread. 
An deeds of Time containing. 
Before that final Magistrate 
Stand manifested small and great, — 
Naught unadjudged remaining. 

What then shall such a wretch reply. 
Where sue for mediation ? 
While even the just for mercy cry 
And all is lamentation. 
Thou King, of boundless majesty. 
Heed, pity, shelter, pardon me, 
O Fountain of Salvation ! 

Remember that Thy mortal woe ! 
Thou Deemster, whose decision, 
By that Cross Thou didst undergo, 
Alone can grant remission ; 
For I, by Thy love transfixed, claim 
Thee, to absolve my guilt and ncune 
Me not for deep perdition. 

Unworthy is my very prayer, 
A criminal appealeth! 
But I beseech Thee, Good One, spare 
Him who before Thee kneeleth I 
Since Mary's grief Thou didst regard, 
Nor that lone robber's cry discard, 
Hope my contrition sealeth. 

So dare we lift our hearts, while still 
Daily that day is nearing. 
Our worn souls hide in Thy great will 
And wait Thy full appearing, — 
With boldness face Eternity ; 
For as Thou art, Lord, so are we. 
Thy love casts out our fearing. isss. 



UNKNOWABLE 1 

THET toil me that I must no longer pray, 
That aopplicatiou is impertinence 
Of one devoid of scientific sense, — 
An atoll mid Law's timeless ocean sway. 
A Saviour ? They have taken Him away, — 
I know not where. Orphanage alone I 
Elusive, God fast frozen to His throne, 
Too great to listen to my poor dismay, 
Serenely symbiotic and unknown I 
All-wise perchance He is : but does not feel 
The fearsome pangs of men who wrench and moan, 
Craunched in the cogs of order's changeless wheel. 
I turn aghast from life, where all is deatii, — 
Mercy — lie noisomer than chamel's breath I 

Yet as I totter fort^, amid the dews 
Of night and grief, that presently must scorch 
Of the hot Sun, (already at the porch 
Of the long day my steps may not refuse) 
There standeth Some One, Who mine anguish woos 
With such a tone as if a heart did speak ! 
And saith, " Why dost tbou sob I Whom dost tbou seek?^^ 
Whereat I turn, importunate for news 
Of Him I loved, Whom they have crucified 
Afresh and buried twice. Clear, kmd and strong, 
The voice saith "Cmi-D"! and my soul's veiy tongue 
Saith back " Babboni "I Wonder I at my side 
And Thy God my God ; pray I while I live I 
Shall not God, with Thee,*all things freely give? 



28 

And this the condemnatioii, that the Light 

Is lit and truant wills prefer eclipse, 

Ratiier than own that great Apocalypse ! 

Yea, by the very Day, presume to cite 

God's works against Grod, reaching np to write 

Unknown on rainbow, to renounce for Fate 

That Life with which all life doth palpitate ! 

So doth the purpose its bad self indict. 

Not Ood. Men have not found the seven green withes 

To bmd the Word tiiat taught in Galileel 

No hate can turn that Cross and grave to myths. 

Nor foil Ood's pre-established harmony 

Of vibrant love and law. Te blind, refrain 

To take the dreadful name of Truth in vain ! 

So tenuous logic-spinnings snap like flax. 
Thrust in the flame of conscience' argument, 
As she confesses Him I AM hath sent, — 
Incarnate Grace I last answer to attacks 
Of captious enemies, who turn tiieir backs 
On birthright I By the Christ of Naziaeth, 
The heart of man and heart of God are kith I 
Sowing and sheaf, dawn, starshine, moons that wax 
And wane, the sea's incessant pulse, the ebb 
And flow of changeless change,— I bow, I kneel ; 
There sits a Weaver at this splendid web I 
Who formed my heart shall He not also feel? 
Empty broad noon of light, then hope of Him 
Whose presence doth Creation's chalice brim I 



Who waits a better sign of Sun than mom 7 
Who under shut dome swings the telescope 
Chiding the stars, bright with celestial hope? 
What callous tact, what astigmatic scorn, 
Can find out God I Or what inverted lens 
The constellations of the spirit kens, 
Ablaze with His proof Who keeps faith untom 7 
He wears, Who waked to quell the Galilee, 
This seamless robe, that covers, not conceals. 
His hand sustains and steers this engineiy. 
His holy eneigy throbs mid these wheels. 
And He said — '^ If thou canst I Ask and receive ; 
All things caji be to bim that will believe.'^ 

Who craveth not that wit can never seel 
Who will not stretch his withered hand must still, 
By that refusal, wait incapable I 
Unfaith's dark retribution aye must be 
To give delusion strong credulity I 
All God-forsaken were this universe, 
With no right of petition I Life a curse, 
With praying stifled I (Never unbowed knee 
Hath found it other I ) Laws, ingenious traps I 
Earth one huge Golgotha,— one yawning grave. 
Were there no antidote for sin's mishaps. 
No Eye to pity and no Arm to savel 
Man's heart flames upward with its passioned ciy 
To that great Fatherhood enthroned on high. 



Throstle, no longer flutter from thy nest ! 
By all that thankful memory doth hoard, 
Love hath, for them that seek Him, sure reward. 
Straightway netum, sad soul, unto thy rest, 
Pluck Doubting's dungeon-key from out thy breast ; 
Exceeding great and precious promises, 
Against Itfe's ills and death's catastrophes, 
Are thine 1 — What wilt thou ? What is thy request ? 
Back to its fatal premise crush the lie 
That bade thy plausible idolatry 1 
Strain not too far to hear ;~ the woi-d is nigh,— 
"Lo/ always, to the end, I am with tbee/^ 
Lord, that I could have questioned is my grief! 
Christ, I believe Thee ! Help mine unbelief ! 

1883. 



" EINE FESTE BURG 1ST UNSER GOTT " 

Martin Luther^ 1629. 

OUR strength and refuge is in God I 
Whose goodly ward and weapon 
Helpeth us free, tho force or fraud 
To us may now mishappen. 
That bad old Enemy 
Would now our ruin be 1 
Gross might and vast device 
His dreadful armor is ; 
On Earth can none outstand him I 

By might of ours could we no more 
Than vainly to have striven : 
But that Right Man for us will war. 
Whom God Himself hath given. 
Dost ask who this can be 7 
Christ Jesus,— it is He 1 
Jehovah Sabaoth, 
None other God, in troth ; 
The field He holds forever. 



For thothe world with demons swarmed, 
All minded to devour us, 
Not greatly were our souls alarmed ; 
They cannot overpower us. 
That woiid's dark prince may still 
Lour sullen as he will : 
Tet us he harmeth naught ; 
For that his doom is wrought. 
One smallest word can quell him ! 

For all they do, that word shall stand. 
No thank to them who jeer it I 
Tea, on the battle-plain, at hand 
By His own Gift and Spirit I 
Then would they take our life. 
Fame, fortune, children, wife,— 
Let them all this begin : 
But nothing shall they win ; 
God giveth us His kingdom. 

1888 



ANNUNCIATION 

ONCE in Galilee a lowly maiden did dwell. 
Came to her a message holy by GabrieL 
This the word the seraph gave her,— 
" Hail I thy Lord doth show thee favor": 
Yet her troubled heart did quaver ; — 
What might this tell! 

Spake the archangel, '^ Fear not Mary ; thou hast found 
grace. 
Thou the babe of God shalt carry ; uplift thy face. 
Life Most High, with thy life blending, 
Forth His own Messiah sending, 
Heir of kingdom never ending, 
Blesseth thy race ! " 
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Then the Virgin ;— " God hath spoken in mystery : 
But according to thy token be it to me." 
So, by that Creator Spirit, 
Was the Christ-child's royal merit, 
So that maiden's faith doth herit 
Earth's high degree. 



CONSTANCY 

FOR that ye, O men, are strong, 
Lift the banner of God's Son. 
His puissant word your song, 
Overcome that Evil One I 

Dedicate the dews of youth. 
Loyal to your Master's right. 
War the warfare of the truth. 
As the children of the Light. 

Welcome hardship ; God is near. 
Courage I Quit you manfully 
In the good fight. Fear no fear. 
Be Christ's law your liberty ! 

Soldiers under Him enrolled. 
Unto blood resisting sin. 
Disentangled, self-controlled. 
Own His power and discipline. 

Shout the watchword of the King I 
Turn the aliens I Battle-scarred, 
Thro the gates with honor bring 
That committed you to guard. 



188S. 
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PASCHA 

O I where that spotless Lamb, for sin provided, 
Thomed, bruised, abandoned, tortured and derided. 
Pours out His soul for human ransom yonder, 
angels wonder I 



Jesus, what woe Thy love for us hath won Thee! 
For God hath laid our chastisement upon Thee, 
From our deep guilt Thy death its anguish borrows, 
Thou Man of Sorrows I 

Cmcified Saviour, by Thy mortal passioo. 
By the dark travail that hath wrought salvation, 
Hear, Lord, a mnner, all his shame deploring. 
Thy grace adoring! 

Christ, I have wronged Thee I Penitent, heart-broken, 
Justly condemned : — yet be Thy mercy spoken ! 
O Prince of Lifo, let this Thy strange enthronement 
Be mine atonement ! 

Glories undimmed are Thine, Thou King of Ages, 

Whose name Thy Church in thankful hymns engages. 

To God, thro Thee, in constant sacrifices. 

Her praise uprises I 

1S81 



DONEC DIES 

COURAGE, doubting heart, be braver! 
All God's angels are thy league. 
If thou hold fast hope, nor waver, 
Thou shalt baflBe Hell's intrigue. 
As a son thy faults chastising. 
With His baptism thee baptizing, 
By His name, the victor Christ 
Bids thee all thy foes resist. 

Ne'er let demon taunts deter thee. 
That thou art imperfect yet. 
Grieve not for the past unworthy : 
Things which are behind forget. 
Clouds of witnesses are o'er thee ; 
Stretching forth to things before thee, 
Onward, upward, press, my soul ; 
Thou shalt touch the blessed goal. 
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He who 80Up:ht and found and won thee, 
His bright presence still hath lent ; 
That His power may rest upon thee, 
Make thy strife a sacrament. 
God thro life shall be thy warden, 
Thro the swellings of the Jordan, 
Ending soon faith's last eclipse 
In Love's great apocalypse. 

1884. 



REQUn^^M 

TRANQUILLY, slowly, solemnly, lowly. 
Bring the precious earth that sleep hath kissed. 
Soul to its Maker, dust to God's acre. 
Quiet biding resurrection tryst. 

With eyes bedimming, requiems hymning. 
Smite we music from these broken chords : 
Yet smile in grieving, calmly believing 
Tho we die or live we are the Lord's. 

The form is buried : but angels serried 
Bear up safe the spirit homeward called. 
High o'er these dirges Heaven's anthem surges. 
Praising God one more is disenthralled. 

Glad transformation, fulfilled salvation, 
Mortal shadows merged in glowing day ! 
Heart no more weary, answered each query ; 
AH the former things are passed away. 

Lambs He doth cherish shall never perish ; 
Naught can take them from a Saviour's hand. 
His love so spacious, tender and gracious. 
Still will lead them in that holy band. 

Loosed Earth's last fetter, far is it better 
To depart and be for aye with Christ, 
Even so. Lord Jesus, come to release us^ 
Join us with the souls emparadised ! 

JLOOVa 



RESURRECTION 

WHILE all the night-stars fade and wane, 
WhUe early dawn is breaking, 
With life-pangs death could not restrain 
The joyful Earth is quaking. 
In dew of youth, from morning's womb, 
All-beauteous from that holy tomb, 
The Royal One is waking. 

fiehold : the stone is rolled away I 
While eastern skies are glowing. 
At last is come the first Lord's day. 
Immortal light bestowing. 
By dazzled guard and open door, 
God's Son, alive forevermore, 
The path of life is showing. 

In snowy raiment angels twain 
Their radiant watch are keeping. 
While they who loved are drawn again 
Where last they left Him sleeping. 
But, lo, what news of joy and fear, — 
"Tour Lord is risen, He is not here,"— 
Forever ends their weeping ! 

With happy haste they trea.d the sward, 
The wondrous chaige repeating. 
"il772iai//"saithOne. It is the Lord 
Himself their rapture greeting I 
They clasp His feet. They doubt no more. 
'T is Jesus whom their souls a.dore, 
Their faith in sight completing. 

Peal forth the high victorious psalm, 
With shouts of joy unbounded I 
The song of Moses and the Lamb 
Thro either world be sounded I 



For UB the grave Bhall voided be 
And tmstinf;, Lord, for aye in Tliiee, 
We ne'er shall be confounded. 

With triumph Boon we'll keep the fesBt 
That shineth in perfection, 
With fear's long lifetime bondage ceased. 
By Jesus' strong protection. 
Eternal arms are underneath ; 
We share tbe likeness of His death 
And of His resurrection. 

1S84. 



"O LAMM GOTTES UNSCHULDIG" 

Nicholas Deeius, U2S. 

OLAMB of God, unspotted, 
Whose life that Cross hath taken, 
All-calm in grief allotted, 

Howe'er Thou wert forsaken. 
All sin Thou hast endured, 

Else were no hope assured ; 

Have mercy upon us, O Jesus I 

Thy name the full heart blesses, 
That Thou relief so thoro 
Hast wrought for our distresses. 
Give us a godly sorrow, 
That we our sins may vanquish, 
Remembering Thine anguish ; 
Have mercy upon us, Jesus i 

Our confidence embolden 
Thro Thy vicarious grieving. 
That steadfastly upholden 
And ne'er Thy presence leaving, 
We die at last unskaken 
And safe in Heaven awaken ; 
Grant \i^^'^ "•« T'bv neac^. Jesus I 

1884. 
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VENI, CREATOR 

Latin of thb 9th Gbntubt 

VENI, CREATOR 8PIRITDSI 
Our minds are Thine ; oh, visit us I 
With grace supernal fill each breast 
Which Thou hast built to be Thy rest 

Thou, named the holy Paraclete, 
The Gift of Qod Most High, the heat 
Of love, the font of life, impart 
Thine unction to our inmost heart. 

God's seven-fold Bounty, Thou dost stand 
The finger of His own right hand. 
Thou promise of the Father, now 
Our speech Thy rich word doth endow. 

Thy fiame in all our senses bum, 
Inflood with love these hearts that yearn 
And all our impotence of flesh 
With Thy perpetual strength refresh. 

Afar repel the bitter foe, 
Right soon Thy fB^enerous peace bestow ; 
So, if Thou art our Vanguard, will 
We safely shun each deadly ill. 

Thy full rewards of joy find place 
And all the abundant helps of grace, 
The bondages of strife decrease. 
Bind close our federated peace. 

Let us the Father know by Thee 
And so the Son revealdd be ; 
Each in Thee, Spirit, we receive 
And thro all time will thus believe. 

Praise be to Father and His Son 
And Paraclete, forever One I 
So may Thy comfort still abide 
With us, eternal Guest and Guide. im 
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"MIT SANPTER HAND" 

Fried, Adolpb Krummacher, 1805. 

YEA i our Shepherd leculs, with gentle hand, 
Along this pilgrim-land, 
This night-enshadowed wold, 
His little flock safe to their fold. 
Alleluia I Alleluia I 

When His carelings wander in the dark. 
This Shepherd true doth mark 
And of His grace divine 
He bids a friendly star to shine. 

Safe He guides us out from deadly gloom. 
To greenest meadow-bloom^ 
To waters flowing free, 
Life-welling to eternity. 

Down on us His eyes with pity look. 
His gentle shepherd-crook 
Doth trust and comfort bring, 
Himself keeps watch unwearying. 

Yea I He is the f aithfuUest and best ; 
Our fold itself doth rest 
Within those arms of His, 
Whose very name Compassion is. 
AUeluia I Alleluia ! 1884. 

MATIN 

NOW the light begins to break. 
To Thee, God, my prayer I make. 
Keep me this day from every ill. 
Help me to know and do Thy will, 
With Jesus' love my spirit fill. 

By and by, when one by one 
These days and nights of Earth are done. 
With those I love, redeemed from guile. 
May I awake beneath His smile 
Whom I have prayed to all the while. 1884. 



ALLA MARCIA 

QCICKEN, Lord, our pilgrim going. 
Mindful of that fatherland 
Whence Thy promised light is glowing, 
"^ Where Thy true confessors stand. 
Love's bapner before us, 
Truth's firmament o'er us, 
Such faith Thou hast granted 
Our hope is undaunted. 

Our boast is right royal,— the Qodhead Triune! 
The land of the loyal will welcome us soon. 

Take, O Christ, our full confession I 
Thou that city hast prepared 
For the Church's sure possession. 
Who Thy wayfare now have shared. 
Thy pain-path we're wending: 
But shadows are rending. 
We drink of Thy chalice 
And dare every malice. 
We'll lift Thee our laurels, one jubilee blend 
In Heaven-wide chorals, that world without end. 

On we press with steady marches, 
Sober vigils, joyful cheers. 
Nearer gleam those jewelled arches, 
Just before are Heaven's frontiers. 
Hell's armies may mock us : 
Their hate shall not baulk us. 
We fear not their leaguer: 
But On I true and eager. 
Exalted each valley, each mountain made low. 
In confident rally right homeward we go. 
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BETHLEHEM 

ALL the hosts of morning sing. 
All the chimes of Heaven are swinging. 
All the air is quavering. 
All the starry depths are ringing. 
O'er the shepherds with their flocks 
God's eternal world unlocks. 

Swiftly down the lustrous skies, 
Angels troop with salutation,— 
Mid unearthly minstrelsies. 
Tell the Saviour's incarnation ! 
" Fear no longer, He is come, 
Judah's heir, in David's home." 

Birth-night of the Son of Man I 
Virgin's Child, yet Lord Almighty. 
Still toward Bethlehem's crowded khan 
Sings the world its glad Venite ! 
Star-led where the Christ-babe lies. 
Throng with gifts the heavenly wise. 

Who His humble vigils keep 
Christ doth bless with new evangels. 
They who feed the Saviour's sheep 
Oft shall hear the song of angels I 
God's high glory yet fulfills 
Peace to men of gentle wills. 1886. 



DOXOLOGY 

THE songs of glory here begun 
Let Heavenly songs complete. 
To Holy Father, Holy Son 
And Holy Paraclete. 
We are as all Thy servants were 
And as they are shall be,— 
Creator, Saviour, Comforter,— 
Forever one in Thee. 1886. 
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WORSHIP 

OTHOU Omnipresent 
God ] of life the centre, 
Thankfully Thy gates we enter, 
Joining tiiese oiir praises, 
With that hymn incessant 
Which the Church celestial raises. 
In sweet fear 
Draw we near ; 
Thro Thy world so spacious 
To each child Thou art gracious. 

Hushed the Earth before Thee! 
Valley, plain iind highland, 
Eveiy continent and island, 
All thii^, laige and lowly, 
Silently adore Thee, 
Present in Thy temple holy ! 
Void of speech. 
Yet they teach. 
Wide their mute word goeth 
And Thy wisdom showeth. 

Ever-blessM Maker, 
While Thy whole Creation 
Answers with one vcust pulsation,-- 
O divine Life-Saver, 
Of our life partaker. 
Hear our voice with tender favor! 
By and by, 
There on high, 
In those heavenly places 
Perfect Thou our praises. 1885. 

LAMBHERD 

ORBID ye not the cbildreny*^ said He, butlet them come ; 
Of such is Heaven's kingdom, their loving Father's home. 
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In ample arms He took them and drew them to His breast ; 
So children still are carried by Him and still are blest. 

Bid these to Him and welcome, as long ago ihej came ; 
This good and tender Shepherd knows all His lambs by name. 

1885. 



DEPENDENCE DAY 

AGAIN, amid the summer air, 
Our deep dependence to declare, 
We bare our brows and bend to Thee, 
Who only makest nations free. 

Thou hast, O (jod, done all things well, 
To all the world Thy grace we tell. 
While mercy's cup flows o'er the brim, 
We sound to Heaven our happy hymn. 

We thank Thee for our history 
And for today's tranquility 
And what may come we humbly dare. 
Safe in the affluence of Thy care. 

Let eyeiy morning star shine true 
In our bright firmament of blue, 
Those bannered Pleiads firmly bind, 
A central light for all mankind I 

And while that constellation grows 
And far its astral splendor throws, 
Still guide Thou us, from that pure throne 
Where law and liberty are one. 

Save the Bepublic I Be her Qod I 
On holy ground, with feet unshod, 
We stand, to learn Thy whole decree 
And tell afar Thy liberty. 1886. 
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LOWLY PRAISE 

SEE the lilies, how they grow 1 
Ne'er was king apparelled so. 
Never yet was vocal tune 
Like their melodies of June. 
Yet they neither toil nor spin ; 
God's good care they flourish in. 
All our faithlessness He quells, 
In these summer bridal bells. 

He Who clothes the lilies white 
In their music hath delight, * • 

Heeds their pure and whispered chimes, 
Listens to their silent rhymes. 
From their lowly belfries rise 
Hynms that touch the open skies, 
Majesty with meekness dwells 
In the valley's lily bells. 

So would we, in fragrant stoles, 
Raise to Qod our simple souls, 
Knowing well that He desires 
White-clad hearts to join His choirs. 
Not the loudest but the pure 
Songs of Heaven's ear are sure ; 
Gladly this the lUy tells 
In its peal of happy bells. 1885. 

NAZARETH 

SING every boy and maiden 
To Him with gratitude, 
Whose youth, tho heavy laden, 
Was one beatitude ; 
For Jesus, meek and purely, 
Thro boyhood's duties trod, 
As Mary's child, tho surely 
The very Son of God. 
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The helper of His mother, 
A faithful Hebrew Icul, 
For sister and for brother 
Christ wrought with spirit glad ; 
So made that cottage lowly, 
That work-bench by tiie door, 
A labor-lesson holy 
To love forevermopB. 

All reverently obeying, 
He bore His daily part 
Toward her who kept each saying 
Safe in her wondering heart. 
Along the ways where nature 
Spake low, by hill and glen, 
He grew in wisdom, stature 
And ^&ce with God and men. 

Oh sing i ye tired and tearful. 
What this sweet story saith ; 
For all that's brave and cheerful 
Gomes out of Na.zareth ! 
Let serving hands fly faster, 
New years new burdens bring,— 
Enough! if like our Master, 
The Carpenter and King. 1886. 

THE NEIGHBOR 

ROBBED, bruised and dying, once I lay 
Upon a lonely road ; 
When One came journeying on His way, 
Who wondrous mercy showed. 

He saw me, pitied, came and bound 
And bore me to an inn ; 
Cared wisely for mine every wound. 
As He were very kin I 
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He watched beside me all the night, 
Till dawn did comfort bring, 
Went only when *t was fully light 
And paid my reckoning. 

So now, to keep the vows I made 
Beneath those glowing eyes, 
I would my fallen fellow aid 
And go and do likewise. ISSI 

COVENANT 

TO Thee, our Ood, these babes we bring. 
Their birthright blessing claim 
And as a living offering 
We name them in Thy name. 

Of Christian faith and wedlock bom, 
Now are they holy, Lord ; 
The promise to our children sworn 
Bests on Thy covenant word. 

These bright baptismal drops we pour 
About their tender brows ; 
Cleanse Thou their spirits more and more 
And seal our joyful vows. 

By Thy regenerating choice, 
Draw all their hearts to Thee, 
To recognize the Saviour's voice 
And God's dear children be. 

Faithful Creator, Holy Child, 
And loving Paraclete, 
Fold Thy lambs safe amid this wild 
And homeward guide their feet. issa. 
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STORMSHINE 

AGAINST the sombre marches of the skies, 
Thou scarf of opal fire, whereon is spelled 
In amber, amethyst and emerald, 
Ood's covenant that floods shall not o'errise, 
What hopes gleam from thy blue and beryl dyes, 
foster-symbol I gonfalon of love 1 
Thy truth shines thro the sorrow-storms, whereof 
Man's dreadings only God can tranquillize, 
Smiting the clouds with iridescent light. 
Abroad the East, gloomed now by wrack and wraith, 
Bends thy celestial pariulox of faith. 
Beautiful bow I abide in strength, and bright 
Thy lustrous arch span all the widening way 
Where next shall bum the foreglow of the day. 

Yet fain to watch with tender gratitude. 

From out this day of rain whose clouds are dense, 

We see but half thy pearled circumference ; 

Our sad horizon ever doth intrude, 

To break across thy golden, purple-hued 

And turquoised zone. Thy brilliant mystery 

Goes as it came. The clouds disprinted be 

And the last glimmering traces sight elude. 

God's quiver-full of mercies is not spent! 

We caught the glint of half His chariot wheel. 

Who rides the storms, Who speaks in thunder-peal, 

Who reigns above the sapphire firmament. 

Thy ravelled light completes, where naught is dark 

About His throne, its interrupted arc. 

1888. 
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A TOAST 

THE iiieny hours of boyhood love are gone, 
Strong youth's full pulse beats calmer at the wrist, 
Manhood's stem duties grind their steady grist, 
Age's slow retrospect draws grimly on : 
But still the mellow dream-light once that shone 
Upon those halcyon and happy days, 
Shines on, by noon or Moon, with amber rays. 
Across the changeless memories we won 
Mid those dear groups that gather as we gajse, 
To circle with the magic grasp and song, 
Then fade again in the autumnal haze. 
Alack, good friends, 't is very, very long 1 
With whispered word and overbrimming eyes. 
Pledge we an Auld Lang Syne that never dies. 

1886. 



HEART OF MAINE 

FAR in New EIngland woods I lie 
In unmolested revery, 
While mantled soft in Sunday grey 
The sober August glides away. 
The turquoise sky is mirrored in 
The deeper blue of Chamberlain, 
Where, wide along as eye can reach, 
Mysterious forests crowd the beach. 

Swift as true purpose to its home, 
Disputed but not overcome, 
In musical persistent flow, 
To dream-set Eagle Lake below, 
With silver-bubbled swirl and flash, 
Whirls on the laughing Alleguash, 
Thro rocky pools where alders nod 
And reaches fringed with golden-rod. 
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Par sound the loons their lonely cry. 
The great hawk swims, or poiseth, high, 
Until, wide-circling, he is flown 
Where clouds horizonward are blown. 
Change everywhere I All passeth by, 
River and summer, bird and sky. 
As thistle-blow and shadow went 
The day spends and the mood is spent. 1886. 

MILITANCY 

AROUSE Thy Church, Almighty God, 
To do the service of today I 
Stretch forth again that budding rod, 
Divide the depths, disclose the way I 

Thou Captain of Jehovah's host. 
With sword in hand Thy purpose show ; 
Appoint our armies to their post, 
As Thou didst leaguer Jericho. 

Let the long trumpet-peal resound I 
With one great shout Thy people cry 1 
The stubborn barriers kiss the ground. 
The good cause have its victory. 

With Love's red cross aloft unfurled. 
Let every man before him straight 
Go up, for Christ to storm the world 
And turn the battle to the gate. 

Let arms and arts and plans of men, 
Disposed by Thee, the dawn begin 
And e'en their plots of wrath Thy ken 
O'errule to bring the kingdom in. 

Let sin's black shadows flee away, 
Immanuel's presence shine again I 
Thy promises in Him are Tea ; 
Let all Thy people say Amen. 1886. 



THE VICAR 

THT grace is all of grace, 
Thou Merciful and Just I 
The light that shineth in Thy face 
Is all my trust. 

It found me in my sin, 
Will-driven and wide astray. 
To place my perilled feet within 
Life's narrow way, 

From God no more estranged. 
In Christ's dear blood made nigh, 
Mine alienage forever changed, 
A child am I. 

Thro love's unearned release. 
Submissive at my side. 
Thou, Lord, my Righteousness and Peace, 
My heart dost guide. 

1888. 



LIFE-SAVER 

I DARE not sound the deadly depths within 
Where lurk my heart's capacities of wrong. 
I cannot fathom what I might have been, 
(Abandoned to myself to drift along 
The seething floods, whose cruel undertow 
Clutches unwary souls), had not the hand 
Of the strong Swimmer, buffeting the flow 
Of death, upheld my life and drawn to land. 
I only know that from my fatal self 
One who is strong preserved me I —that I owe 
My rescuing to Him, Who treads the shelf 
Yhiere sea meets shore along this treacherous coast, 
To watch the over-bold, who dare the woe 
Of waters, lest their powers give up the ghost. 

1887. 



60 

A PRAYER 

LORD, eveiy day and everywhere. 
In every way, or large or least, 
Let faithful service be increased 
And Thine approval be my cai^. 

Let all my plans be sunplified 
To follow Thee at small remove, 
To catch the secret of that love 
Which drew the needy to Thy side. 

Oh, that my lips might learn that word, 
That living ^ft of gracious touch, 
Which thrilled those burdened overmuch. 
Which lonely souls with rapture heaitl I 

Thou Living One ! Live Thou in me I 
My dullness so transfiguring, 
My dumb voice making so to sing 
That men may know I've been with Thee. 

Control the hard, impatient speech, 
Curb my quick pride and selfishness. 
Enjoin my thought to heal and bless, 
First let me learn the thing I teach. 

I would not bring Thee what is lame, 
Unseemly, torn, what cost me naught : 
But, by Thy patient grace besought, 
Would mark my best with Thy pure name. 

Put mine with Thine in perfect chord. 
Foi^veness let me ne'er foiget. 
Bend Thine ear lower I —Love me yet! 
I ask no more ; what could I, Lord 7 ise7. 
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REAL ESTATE 

NEATH these broad skies, 
Somewhere there lies 
A little plot, 
A quiet spot, 
To me unshown 
Tet all mine own. 
No deed nor fee 
Is granted me. 
No title claim 
Bears seal and name 
To show that bit 
Ofearth;— towit: 
Eight feet by three. 
No warranty, 
No man's attest, 
Makes manifest 
My freehold quit. 
To measure it 
I have not spanned ; 
I know the land 
Is quite enough 
For all the stuff 
With toe I'll bear 
When I build there. 
It is secure 
Past forfeiture. 
By sure mortmain 
I shall retain 
My real estate ; 
So let it wait. 
Where'er it lies 
Neath tlie cool skies. 19^, 
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DE PROFDNDIS 

THOU Lord of my life, by the words Thou hajst said, 
I bring Thee the burdens that pain me ; 
Deep waters of sorrow close over my head, 
Unless Thy good hand shall sustain me. 

Help of the stricken I O Hope of the lost I 
Where else can I go with my crying? 
Thou One all-acquainted with grief to Thy cost, 
My soul to Thy mercy is flying. 

Almighty Redeemer, give ear to my prayer I 
Uphold me I Abandon me never I 
Foi^ve me my doubts of Thine infinite care. 
Enfold me forever and ever. 1S87. 



RECESSIONAL 

WE close Thy blessM word. 
Where power and promise meet; 
What faith with rapture heard 
May blctmeless lives complete. 

Here hath heartsickness learned 
Who makes the sad to sing 
And strife-tossed reason turned 
To love unquestioning. 

Receive our twilight hymn,— 
Our serious evening prayer; 
Whose souls, while day grows dim, 
Surrender to Thy care. 

Home to their fold. Thy breast, 
Thy sheep return once more ; 
Thyself dost guide to rest 
And Thou wilt guard the door. i887. 



ITHACA 

NESTED amid the croteh of three great hilto 
And terraced up their vined and flowered 
Broad to the Sun, the lovely village hides 
'Neath the cool trees, or wanders where it wills 
By wayside, or where water overspills 
Down the split rocks from deep and fragrant dells. 
Out on the Autumn air the college bells 
Float their faint chimes. Yaleward the sleepy mills 
Murmur their monotones. Home to their cells 
The drowsy bees go leisurely. Of rest 
And unmolested dreams the landscape tells. 
The blue Cayuga curves into the west 
By palisaded shores, its iterant croon 
Lulling the soft September afternoon. 1887. 



A MEMORT 

HERE where Aurora winds along the lake 
Its mile of beauty, by the land caressed 
Within its curved arm, where the breese blows best 
Across the rustling waters and no wake 
Is left of them whose sails are furled, who take 
With better wings their voyage pa49t the Sun, 
Sadly I tread the ways that speak of one 
I loved and love, so plain as if to make 
It seem impossible his work is done 
Here among men. That quiet hillside mound I 
The music of that manhood silenced I None 
Ever to win the welcome here he found— 
Stranger and angel,— nor until the end 
Displace the heartache for a vanished friend I 1887« 
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MENDELSSOHN 

NOT two-score years, as mortals reckon years : 
But years enough to write a deathless word 
On that clear scroll, where but a few preferred 
And lofty souls are held,— the august seers 
Of music's mighly world. Peer among peers 
At laige thou goest now where the heart-throe^ 
Of Beethoven find rest, where Berlioz 
And Palestrina meet. Thy spirit hears 
Words for thy songs ! Thy days were scant on Earth. 
The voice of Handel spake across to thee 
And great Sebastian from eternity 
Beached thee his wand : but to its better birth, 
Thou February child I thy spirit went, 
A flame of harmony that Heaven but lent. 

Now years two-score are gone since thou didst go 
To those pure realms whose sounds were overheard 
By thy keen sense. But still man's pulse is stirred 
By wistful-mellow tones that overflow 
From thyywide wealth. And still men better know, 
Fcur 13iee, Paul's gleaming path, the Baal queens, 
Carmel's wild day and sombre Horeb's scenes, 
The whirlwind and the whisper, then the glow 
Of Gk)d's own chariot, for him sent down 
Who strove with passionate sincerity. 
Hard hungering (as thou I) for sympathy 
And won thro toil for truth the fadeless crown. 
Thy faith, eager Mendelssohn I we ask, 
To find " the truest joy in sternest task." 1887. 
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OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES 

S the dilemma of the crescent Moon 
To one full sphere of perfect beauty tends, 
So in thy mind each grace with other blends 
In keen and kindly light and all in tune 
Thy words with tears or twinkling smiles are strewn. 
Bowstring and harpstring too, for song or shaft 
Thy wit was strung. Perhaps we cried, or laughed :— 
We ever loved ! With mellow afternoon 
Thy path still lengthen toward the slanting Sun ; 
The Nautilus hath chambers yet to build, 
The staunch Chaise must its hundred summers run. 
Then, then for thee what Love Divine hath willed I 
All ye guests, up ! Dear Autocrat, at last 
When thou art gone, who then shall break our fast ? 

1888. 



REMEMBRANCE 

FOUR hundred years their course have sped 
Since first San Salvador 
Above the waste of waters dread 
Disclosed her unknown shore. 

The slow-paced ages startling heard 
Man's wide new world proclaimed. 
Hope clarioned forth her thrilling word. 
Till Time's cold pulses flamed. 

Thro whining winds of doubt and strife, 
Thou madest us to dwell 
Between Thy shoulders. Lord, our Life, 
Thou hast done all things well. 

Wrought by Thy wise and wondrous hand. 
This great effectual door 
Of law-girt liberty doth stand 
Set wide for evermore. 
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From outward threat and inward throe. 
By want and wealth and rod, 
As Thou hast led, lead on ; we know 
Thou art Columbia's Ood I 1888. 

COLLEGISSE JUVAT 

TWILIGHT comes soon ; then sing, boys, sing. 
While sunny mornings last, love's music bring. 
Before the day is past. Twilight comes soon. 

Twilight comes soon. The Sun bums high, 
The dusty way is long, man's strength goes by : 
But love hath yet a song. Twilight comes soon. 

Twilight comes soon. Our greetings foil. 
The shadows longer grow, youth-light is pale : 
But sing we, tho we know twilight comes soon I 

1888. 

CELA VA SANS DIRE 

XANTHIPPfil Was she his antipathy. 
Or Socrates her unknown quantity 7 
Slenderest justice has been said for her. 
Whose wedded luck was that philosopher. 
Commiseration somewhat is her due ; 
Let ^sculapius have her capon too. 
That endless by-play, saucy self-control 
And cool detachment must have vexed her soul. 
Twixt Aristophanes and Xenophon 
No doubt the truth lay. Was there ever one 
Could relish all that witty irony 7 
Belike she wished him to Persephone I 
Her wit is not extant ; the dialog man 
Has the last word. Upbraid her then who can. 

1888. 
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APOLOGIA 

TO HER I LOVE this sheaf must be 
One further proof of poverty 
To say the thing I fain would say : 
Tet if some syllable might stay 
Her gentle look and let her see 
With second-sight of sympathy,— 
Her shrewd heart-skill interpret me,— 
Then would my thought make sure its way 
To her I love. 

So, brought not all-despairmgly, 
If thou but deal forbearingly,— 
Rhyme of my life I —this frail array 
In your two bonny hands I lay 
And leave it there for memory 
To her I love, 

Xooo« 



CHRYSALIS 

TIME is a torrent ever flowing by. 
Our lives are boats upon that fluid thought. 
Space, whereine'er we think we think we Ue, 
Is Immortality, whose wings are caught 
In what they conquer. Everything is naught, 
But for the soul's trustworthy Soul on high. 

188S. 
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ARDOR 

NOT with a dull and fonnal song 
Would I declare Thy name : 
But with a full and fire-touched tongue. 
Enraptured and aflame. 

Not with a cold and cheerless heart 
Would 1 bespeak Thj grace: 
But with Th J light, while hot tears start, 
Transfiguring my face. 

Not slow of foot and lax of hand 
Would I attempt Thy will : 
But leap alert to Thy command, 
With every pulse athrlll. 

Lord, Thou must bring the altar-coal. 
Thy face on me must shine, 
Thou must mine every step control 
And make my working Thine. 

Sq would I give my life to Thee, 
To order, use and guide ;— 
Most service truest liberty 
And duty beautified. 18S8. 

PRO PATRIA 

GOD of our fathers, our God today. 
Deep are Thy counsels, high is Thy hand I 
Still for Thy guidance humbly we pray,— 
Spare Thou the people, save T&ou the land. 

Far have we wandered, stout in our pride, 
Dark bode our dangers, muttering alarm : 
God I in compassion come to our side. 
Riding in glory, baring Thine arm. 



Lift Thou Thy banner I Cleave Thon the way I 
Why doth Thy chariot tarry so long? 
Baffle the midnight, summon the day ; 
Then shall deliverance break into song. 

Healer of nations! Life^ving God I 
Purify, chasten, keep by Thy grace, 
Show us Thy pardons, shatter Thy rod, 
Gather and hold us in Thine embrace. 

Stand Thou above us, our Sun and Shield I 
March Thou before us, Pillar of Flame I 
Earth then her increase gladly shall yield. 
Tea, all her peoples shout to Thy name. 1889. 

PARADOX 

ALI^INFUL, beggared and undone, 
What am I, God, that I should dare 
To think to seek Thy burning throne, 
Or hope that Thou wilt hear my prayer! 

Full seventy times seven Thou 
Hast helped me in Thy mercy. Lord : 
But I have stumbled yet and now 
Once more I cry, tho self-abhorred. 

I loathe the evil I have wrought, 
I have no word to tell my shame ; 
For, worst of all, my life hath brought 
Reproach upon Thy gracious name. 

In Thee, my God, I hide from Thee 1 
Where else for life can sinners go 7 
Behold and rescue— even me! 
Thy strange, surpassing power to show. 18^. 



TALITHA CUMII 

ONLY God knows how very dear she was 
Whose shadow lieth here in soft array 
And He, because He knew, hath taken her, 
WhUe we are left with death— and memory : 
With memory that is hope ; for it is well 
With them He bids away to walk in white 
Along the meadowlands of sinlessness. 
Beneath uninterrupted light that falls 
From that one Face that there in pity bent 
On those within Jairus' quiet room. 
Again, as in that chamber long ago. 
And ever since, He hath some maiden's hand 
And that same voice that said— ^^/t is but sleep,^^ 
Hath told our darling— " Little maidy arise I '* 
What tho our eyes are held for present grief, 
The Lord hath spoken— " Give ye ber to eat " 
And angels minister of Heaven's bread. 
The cadence of her voice is silent here : 
But she hath joined the throngs of Paradise 
Who know as they are known and lift a song 
Whose happy modulations never err. 
The sunshine of her face, our dwelling's light, 
Reflects that glow no cloud can intercept. 
Her feet no longer tread the valley's shade, 
Tho well they went the way His goodness marked, 
Until He took. Who gave. She is not far I 
Bright echoes live and lift our listening hearts. 
This semblance is not all I Its sacredness 
Is but for what it was— her robe awhile, 
Who now hath put eternal raiment on. 
Only a little time and we shall pass, 
Our mortal clad with immortality 
And dying swallowed up of endless life. 
Wherefore we bow and kiss the hand of Love. 
In His light shall we see, be satisfied 
Assuredly He hath done all things well. 1889. 



THE SEVEN WORDS 

To the StAb&t Muter of Qoiinod's " BedemptloiL" 

NOW they all have denied Him, 
Straight to the death guide Him ; 
So have they cracifled Him, 
Malefactors beside Him. 
" Father^ pity tbem; tbey do not know what tbey dol ** 

'Mid the tumult and railing, 
Hark! His last breath failing, 
Prayeth the thief preyailing, 
'' Lord, remember me I " wailing. 
'^ Ayy in Paradise soon sbaJt tbou be, safe witb Me I " 

While death's shadow is creeping, 
There by the cross, weeping, 
Mary her watch is keeping, 
Tom by anguish unsleeping. 
"I/O, tby motber I ^* He saith unto John;— "l/O, tbysoni*' 

Deeper darkness is falling, 
Even the Christ thralling. 
Listen that cry appalling. 
From what depths it is calling: 
"Aft, my Godj wby forsakest Tbou me? EloiI '* 

Under our condenmation, 
Such is The Kino's station I 
Bearing man's accusation, 
Opening wells of salvation, 
Hear I That Holy One, our guilt accurst, moans " I tbiist I " 

Bowed His head to sin's wages. 
Hatred in vain rages, 
Cleft is the Bock of Ages, 
Answered prophecy's pages. 
^^ Finisbed I '^ Finished! The agony done I LifeiswonI 



Now that final word taking. 
Bent is the veil I Quaking 
Earth with the throe is breaking. 
Saints from slumber awaking. 

** FatbeVj My spirit into Tby band I commend I ** 

18S». 

SECOND SIGHT 

BENEATH all form and rite and creed, 
Behind all hymn and litany, 
Beyond all outward word or deed, 
My heart makes seareh, O Lord, for Thee. 

Unreal to my weary mind 
Thy very truths and sacraments, 
Unless in these Thyself I find, 
To find in Thee their inner sense. 

I sorely need Thee for my friend ; 
Without Thee all is loneliness 1 
What otherwhere can wandering end ? 
Who else can cure a soul's distress? 

O Son of Ood and Son of Man, 
Thou knowest what I can not say I 
I hold Thee fast as best I can ; 
Thrust not my feeble faith away. 

Forgive me that I can not speak 
What once I thought so well I knew ! 
I only know my fiesh is weak,— 
I only know that Thou art true. 

My spirit bends in thrall to Thee 
And in the watches of my night 
It is my sole security 
That what Thou orderest must be right. 

Come nearer, Lord I Beside me stand. 
Help me to praise where late I grieved. 
Bring me to Thine unshadowed land 
With them who saw not yet believed ! vss». 



IZAAK WALTON 

LIKE a sweet summer brook's meandering, 
So went the tranquil current of his mind, 
Content in plainest ways delights to find, 
Gladness and guilelessness its limpid spring, 
Winding where larks their fervent carols fling 
in bubbling gold o'er meadows broad and cool, 
Where ripples laugh and shimmer, or the pool 
Loiters in woodland shadows and the wing 
Of swallow dips. Thou fisherman's good saint, 
Angler complete I I would that I could walk 
One afternoon thy scholar— hear thy quaint 
And human wit, thy wholesome, serious talk, 
Gentling along by England's Wye and Dove, 

That now all like hearts linger on and love. 

1889. 



LIFE 

FROM out a solemn mountain side there fiows. 
Small, clear and swift, a stream that some shrewd force 
Compels, by wandering and widening course. 
Ever to seek the ocean as it fiows. 
Life is the stream. And who is he that knows, 
By lights that glance or clouds that overpall, 
Umbratile depths or rending waterfall. 
Wherefore it hastes, or why or whence it rose 7 
But One doth at the vital centre sit, 
Ordaining every atom's gravity, 
Who knoweth life's perpetual systole. 
It answers Him and He doth answer it. 
He gave, increaseth, guides and doth prepare 
For channels new and sayeth when and where. 1889. 



64 

SEARCH 

MT mother's eyes, one mom of May, 
While deep in boyhood sleep I lay. 
Held all my face with longing love, 
As if to read what time would prove, 
With her dear watching far away. 
Beneath a sense of more than day, 
I waked and what no words could say 
I knewy— the search and mystery of 
My mother's eyes. 

Long summers since those eyes of grey 
Were closed and kissed. They did not stay 
To look and weep. But oft I move, 
As feeling still, bent far aboye,— 
(xodl let me not their hope betray 1 
My mother's eyes. 1889. 



EPITHALAMroM 

HE 

ERE yet the lances flash up the skies. 
Where dawn advances, or planet's eyes 
Have paled their gleaming, or robins sing, 
My love is dreaming what day shall bring. 

SHB 

The starry candles are burning low. 
With stealthy sandaJs the shadows go. 
Dear day ! I dread thee with glad alarms. 
Haste love 1 I wed thee with open arms. 

EPILrOO 

Oh, happy dreaming 1 Oh, beaming light 1 
Oh Love I redeeming our mortal night. 
Oh, manhood tender,— maidenly troth 1 
Ood's mercy render ye long love, both. 1889. 



e5 
MUSIC 

ETERNITY hath God set in man's heart, 
Striving to be articulate in thee. 
Its woof of shimmering feeling is thine art, 
Shot with incomprehensibility. 

Sweet torment of the inaccessible, 
Unutterable discords thou doet mend, 
In themes which, thro Time's harsh suspensions, tell 
That toward one supreme cadence all things bend. 

The measured marriage-song of love and law. 
Thro thy full pulses power and beauty run ; 
Children of both, we listen rapt with awe 
Of Him Who interblended them in one. 

When reason hesitates and language faOs, 
Thy voice takes up the fugue, lifting the strain 
To ranges where alone the heart prevails. 
In resolutions disappointing pain. 

'Mid stress of storm, o'er spirits tempest-tossed. 
Fall sudden shreds of final harmony,— 
The haunting memory of an Eden lost. 
The prelude of a Paradise to be. 

Thy tones, tense-clinging, now at strife are heard. 
With shuddering strings wild grief with hope contending : 
But stem progressions pledge the chords deferred,— 
Expectant sevenths in full octaves ending. 

Above these strident cries, the starry singing 
Is tremulous with overtures of peace 
And realms that chime with Pentecost are ringing 
That new-come dawn when pallid twilights cease. 

What ear hath but half heard thy sounds foretoken 
Of bounds beyond, where minors wail no more. 
Canorous overtones in tides unbroken 
Roll infinite upon that sunrise shore. 

1880. 



THE ROBIN 

NOT with the colore of the oriole. 
Nor with the liquid trills the mocking-binl 
Thrills thro the twilight : but thy note is heard 
A plain-song of content and, happy soul 
Of summer plenty, unconstrsuned and whole 
Thy heart beats gladness neath thy tan-red vest. 
Thankfigiving with simplicity is best 
And this glad art is thine, from bough and knoll. 
Not brilliant flight nor rapture lasts so long 
As homely strains of sober gratitude. 
Life's commonplace may utter honest song 
And unpretentious peace breathe all it would. 
C!ould but my voice attain such^artless phrase. 
It would sound true to Him Whom angels praise ! 

1S90. 



SIMPLICITY 

TAKE Thou the little I can do ; 
For love counts nothiog smaJl : 
But lowly service serveth true 
In gladly giving all. 

To stay one weary heart in pain, 
One cheering word to say, ^ 

To help one suffei-er sing again, 
Sulficeth for the day. 

In simple errands, silent praise 
And pure obedience trod. 
So one by one shall all my days 
Be hid with Christ in God. 

Pavilioned safe from ill-set strife 
In such society, 
No accident can touch my life ; 
Its treasures are with Thee I i890. 
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THE BREATH 

THOU Holy Omnipresent One, 
Of God's whole Church the only Guide, 
Thy gifts, at Pentecost begun, 
Thro every age are multiplied. 

Above the heads of fervent men 
Still bums inviolable flame. 
While utterance Thou dost give again 
To tell with tongues Messiah's name. 

In every land and language, Thou 
One mighty work dost still increa>se, 
Perplexing carnal wisdom now,— 
For random discords giving peace. 

Man's spirit is Thy candle light, 
Wherewitji to search the inmost part ; 
Obedience shall not walk in night. 
Nor guiding fail the craving heart. 

The good word speaketh not in vain 
Of all the yearning love Thou hast 
That man should in Thy power attain 
Those skies no doubt can overcast I 

Thou overbiding God, so near 
And indefeasible, with Thee 
Each wondering century makes more clear 
Life's last indwelling certainty. 

How dare we heed another hand, 
Or hark to any lesser voice 7 
Give Thou Thyself to understand 
And make Thy truth our only choice. iwo. 



URBS SANCTORUM 

BEYOND the horizon's misty skirt. 
Beyond the melancholy sea, 
A city rises, glory-girt, 
In light's immensity. 

Its radiant gates all open stand, 
Its countless throngs are pckssing fair 
And blithesome spirits, hand in hand, 
Go singing everywhere. 

There is no sundown there, no night. 
No bitter cry of grief or pain ; 
No sin can mar that deep delight 
Nor requiem sound again. 

The holy host of shining ones 
Speed on the errands of the King 
And lift supreme in perfect tones 
A chant unwavering. 

The blest of every tongue and clime 
Rejoice to tell those ways of Love 
Which led them thro the toils of Time 
To purity above. 

And One is there, Whom each one knows 
For mercies separate to each 
And each to aU His mercy shows ; 
For men shall angels teach. 

Oh, white apparel 1 happy place I 
Oh, song of rapture I Light benign I 
Peace for all pilgrims 1 Christ, in grace 
Make Thy dear city mine. I890. 
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IMAGE OF THE INVISIBLE 

FROM doubt and all its sullen pain, 
From every wide, uncertain quest, 
Mj mind, O Christ, comes back again. 
In Thee, the Word of God» to rest. 

My laden conscience knows Thy voice, 
In Thee my reasonings end their strife, 
Thou strangely dost my heart rejoice ; 
Where else is Way or Truth or Life ? 

My Hope I in whom ail fulness dwells. 
Thy words those many mansions show 
Where love shall find what faith foretells ;— 
Thou wouldst have told were it not so 1 

Thou canst not disappoint the trust 
That seeks its answers all in Thee ; 
Because Thou wert the holy, just 
And good,— and must forever be. 

Head over all things to Thy church, 
Messiah, Mediator, King I 
In whom we cease our utmost search. 
Unquestioned and unquestioning ; 

Because we do in God believe 
We also do believe in Thee 
And all Thine own would Thee receive, 
Our Life and Light eternally. 

blessdd and enduring Bock, 
Who builds on Thee shall never fall I 
Shepherd of one only flock, 
Beyond all fear enfold us all 1 1890. 
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THE MEASURE 

OUR balances 
Are not as His, 
Who makes intent 
His measurement. 
There's nothing small 
Where love is all 
And all is love : 
Least deed may prove 
Of highest meed. 
GkKl hath no need 
Of much and large: 
But doth discharge 
The loyal heart 
That holds its part, 
Of every debt. 
The soul is met 
With peace, not fret, 
That only seeks 
What He bespeaks,— 
Will go or stay ' 
As He doth say. 
'T is not renown 
That wins the crown. 
If love but guide. 
Thro every tide 
And tempest's rage. 
Safe anchorage 
All voyaging 
Shall surely bring. 
So first and last 
When this is past 
Of mortal pain, 
Love shall regain 
H^r whole domain. 
What's great? What's small? 
WhenOodisaUI 1800. 



71 

RIVERS OF EXILE 

O SWEET Jerusalem above, 
Dear mofherland of all fhe free I 
My tongue and hand prefer thy love 
And far from home remember thee. 

How shall we sing Jehovah's praise 
In this strange land of Babylon ? 
We can but broken music raise, 
Till our captivity is done. 

But joys untold shall breathe and bum 
Thro Zion's blest and holy throngs, 
When all the ransomed tribes return 
With shouts and everlasting songs I i890. 



NOW 

WHEN the judgment books unroll, 
When a lonewise, naked soul, 
Conscience pondering o'er and o'er 
Memory's unrelenting store, 
Quivering, speechless, all dismay,— 
Dare I, Lord, till then delay 7 

Earth's bewildering clamors past. 
Face to face with Thee at lastl 
All disclosed and nothing hid. 
All I ever meant or did. 
All, alas, I left undone 1 
Dare I wait. Thou Holy One ? 

Lord of life I I will not wait ; 

For my case is desperate. 

Here, in all my guiltiness 

I stand 1 Meet Thou my distress. 

Pardon mine iniquity, 

Now, O Christ, deliver me I iSM. 
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ANTIPHON 

OHOLY, Heavenly Lord, 
By worlds on worlds adored, 
To whom alway 
Fire-wingdd cherubim 
And radiant seraphim 
Lift their unceasing hymn 
And homage pay I 

We too, Thou only King, 
That chorus answering, 
Would swell the strain. 
Trumpet and cymbal tone 
Sound to Thy burning throne, 
With all the ransomed, own 
Thy blessdd reign. 

Oh, what a gathering, 
When (rod's whole Church shall sing! 
What raptures then I 
For that bright symphony 
Of immortality 
May we all numbered be 
Thro Christ ! Amen. 1890. 



AU REVOIR 

WE said good-bye and turning either way. 
The twilight distance widening between, 
Again, again and still again we looked 
And waved white messages of aching love. 
A blur, a line, a point and she was gone. 
Lost in the shadows of the trees and night. 
I still can see that signal of our peace 
Fluttering, fading, failing thro the dark 
And feel her presence passed beyond my sight. 
God bring her back to me and me to her I 
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Ood give, who gave us each the other's love, 
That when some night we part, as part we must, 
And words have end and tokened signs have failed 
And she to rest and I to journeying, 
Or she to journeying and I to wait, 
(Between us all the gulf and gloom of Time) 
There may be hoped and waited not in vain 
Another day when hands that waved good-bye 
Shall leap the lessening distance with their '' Hail I ** 
And growing, glowing, gleaming thro that dawn 
Where parting is not, flash the beckonings 
And recognitions of a cloudless world, 
Earth's solemn evenings swallowed up of light 
And love perfected castiiig out all fear. 

1891. 



NISAN 

NOW is the season of one syllable. 
The resurrection-time of all the zone. 
When out from crypt of winter cold and lone. 
Upstarts the blessdd life and with its thrill 
All hearts are glad and feel their pulses fill. 
The bland and happy world with hope is sown. 
The soul breathes young again and to the tone 
Of all the birds man girds his eager will. 
But better and best pledge of peace from pain 
Faith holds that dear and angel-guarded cell. 
Now bare of death and evermore unsealed. 
Where once He slept Who went and comes again, 
Who will unsheath all bloom His buds foretell 
And in triumphant summer stand revealed. 

1891. 
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CARILLON 

SING, Morning Stars, 
Above old Earth, 
Chime foU and strong I 
While Heaven nnbars 
Her gates, high mirth 
Pour all along. 
Let all your spheres 
Sustain the sound ; 
At last come round 
The blessdd years. 

Shouty shout for joy, 
Te choirs of light I 
Glory and peace ! 
For yonder Boy, 
In lowly plight. 
Shall make to cease 
Time's dread and dearth 
And all men sing, 
Far answering 
This holy birth. 

Peal forth, glad bells. 
With tongues of fire ! 
All souls uplift ; 
For with us dwells 
The world's Desire— 
The matchless Gift. 
As God hath sworn 
The shadows flee, 
Eternity 
Of day is bom I 1891. 
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MOUNT TOM 

EADIN6 the long procession of the hills, 
Staunch as of old the solemn mountain stands, 
Guarding the fair and fertile meadow-lands, 

Where change to dreaming brooks the chattering rills 

And like a blinded Samson to the mills 

Swirls the Connecticut. What large commands 

Of strength and peace lodge in thy rugged hands I 

Nobly thine ancient front the horizon fills . 

Ah, sturdy Massachusetts I ribbed with rocks, 

But flery-hearted and forever brave ; 

Along these ways, an Enoch, Edwards went 

And there, the shepherdess of countless flocks, 

Beside that pure and memorable grave. 

Is Mary Lyon's living monument. 1891. 

CHICAGO 

E ART of the West ! whose iron arteries 
Throb with the pulsings of a continent, 
Thou wrist of power, whose purpose ever bent 

Touches two oceans with its energies. 

Here the vast acres and the inland seas 

Blend their great strengths and day by day unspent 

Thy restless fingers stretch the widening tent 

O'er throngs that urge to share thy destinies. 

Feeding two hemispheres from thy full hand, 

Ashes no longer on thine eager brow, 

Thou standest with horizons still unguessed ; 

God save thee that thou mayest understand 

And shun great Babylon's doom and own Him now. 

Who gave thee good and Who can give the best I isai. 
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HERI ET CRAS 

OYER the hills where the Snn goes down, 
(Could I follow my heart I could find the way,) 
There is what I loved in a distant town,— 
The beautiful town of Testerday. 

The Sun shines now as the Sun shone then 
And the odors of summer are still the same : 
But somehow I can not get back again ;— 
My feet have forgotten the way they came. 

I have tried to gather the clue I hold: 
But it still uncoils from the restless spool 
While thereover the queiying years grow old 
And disappointment is still my school 

I often snatch, as the Day drives past, 
For a lift from the light till I find my friends: 
But the glistening wheels whirl hot and fast 
And the chase is lost where the twilight ends. 

I will turn my face to the Morning-star, 
I will wait at the gates where the dawn rolls in, 
I will catch To-morrow and ride afar. 
If at last my quest may its guerdon win. 

1891. 

WAITING 

DEEP clouds Thy glorious throne infold. 
Thou dost not yet make all things plain, 
Nor could we now, our God, behold 
The final issues of Thy reign. 

But on the front of time and space 
Thy burning prophecies appear 
Of vindicated truth and grace 
And love that casteth out all fear. 
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If now Thy reasons are concealed 
While justice tarries on her way, 
All will at last be well revealed 
To recompense the long delay. 

Abundantly, by word and oath. 
Our anchored hope is sure in Thee, 
We trust, with awe and courage both, 
Thy full immutability. 

Thou, Jesus Christ, hast entered there 
Where cloudless light shines thro and thro ; 
So we, to overcome, must share 
Thy kingdom and Thy patience too. isei. 



A SIGH 

WHICH, I wonder, is the book 
In whose face I last shall look 7 
Which of all these friends of years, 
Sharing with me smiles and tears, 
Shall I touch and turn and go 
With no good-byes and not know 
That our friendly days are past, 
So that now I must at last 
Quit their laige society. 
All this long while dear to me? 
I shall set some place-mark then 
I am not to find again, 
All unweeting of the shade 
By an unseen Mnis made. 
What shall be the last page read 
Ere they say, * * You've heard ? He's dead. " 
Ranging there along the wall, 
For the love I bear you all, 
Gk)odly friends in gallant row, 
I am glad I shall not know. IM. 
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JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY 

LEAVES rustling with the breath of the broad West, 
Shrewd words that utter honest nature's mood, 
Childhood's sly, simple wit, the homely brood 
Of household thoughts, the sympathy confessed 
With what is terse and quaint and tenderest, 
The unpremeditated eloquence 
Of rural men, their caustic common-sense, 
Furrow and sky and all out-door's wide zest ; 
These are the themes that make your pages dear, 
These are the queer ways to the quiet heart, 
This is the lore that lures while souls are true ; 
Thus this way may you go and make more clear. 
Each mellowing year, love's lasting better part ;— 
I think Bums' mantle best belongsto you. 1802. 



CONFESSION 

ALMIGHTY and Mo^ Merciful, 
Our Father, we have etred 
And from Thy way, like sheep astray. 
Have our desires preferred. 

We have offended Thy good laws, 
Misdeeds have done and thus 
The things we ought we have not wrought,— 
There is no health in us. 

But have Thou mercy still on those 
To penitence restored ; 
Thou hast declared they shall be spared 
Thro Jesus Christ our Lord. 

And for His sake a godly life 
Most mercifully give. 
That in the same to Thy dear name 
Hereafter we may live. 1892. 
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COLUMBIA 

THANK thy God forever, 
thou land of choice I 
Praise Him as His people, 
With a mighty voice., 
In His name we triumph, 
Holy, wise and just ; 
He upholds our banners. 
In our God we trust. 

Son of Man, Thy covenant 
Makes the nation free ; 
Only Thy dominion 
Is our liberty. 
Set Thy cross, O Leader, 
O'er our starry sky ; 
By that sign we conquer ; 
Lift it up on high I 

Move upon the waters, 
O Thou Living Breath I 
Once again Thy mandate 
Change the waste of death. 
End the time-long torment 
Of Earth's wrong and pain, 
Bind her broken kingdoms 
'Neath Messiah's reign. 1892. 



GUIDANCE 

THAT in the daily stress and strain 
Of outward task, 
My spirit constant may remain,— 
This, Lord, I ask. 

That while on errands here and there 
My haste is bent, 

My soul may breathe the calmer air. 
Wholly content. 



That what I do and get and use 
May not defeat 

What I should be, nor ever lose 
Thy presence sweet. 

That I may seek beyond aU these 
The better part, 

To keep thro action's roughest seas 
A tranquil heart. 

That I may never leave foigot 
Mine inmost need : 
But steadfastly lay hold on what 
Is life indeed. 

That I may simply bravely do 
The best I can 

Andy level to each day and true, 
Just play the man. 

So shall I reckon not in vain ; 
For steering straight 
Thro day or dark my keel shall gain 
Thy golden gate. 1802. 

LENT TO THE LORD 

IT was not very long ago, 
It always seems but yesterday, 
When he was caDed whom we loved so 
And went away. 

While still we cried and still he smiled. 
We laid his face among the flowers. 
He was a very little child : 
But he was ours. 
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It was BO quiet in the roomi— 
The baby fabrics soft beset 
With violetSy the faint perfume 
Of mignonette. 

That pretty, pouting, hovering smile 
We kissed and kissed,-— our weanie lad 1 
For he, and God knew all the while, 
Was all we had. 

How dainty firm his hands so white, 
How soft his forehead's silky fleece; 
Brave baby, he had fought his fight 
And slept in peace. 

No more the cry of mortal pain I 
Time's short and strange experience 
All done I Enough the crown to gain 
Of innocence. 

How full we felt that piteous strife 
He could not know, we could not tell : 
But he has passed to perfect life 
Where all is well. 

The angels caught his ha>nds in theirs, 
They bore him safe beyond the stars. 
They led him up the lamb-fold stairs 
And slipped the bars. 

The better part our darling has ; 
Our treasure safe, how strange our tears ; 
For with the Lord one day is as 
A thousand years. 

Thy will be done 1 He will not come : 
But we shaU go to him era long. 
Joining in that imbroken home 

matin song. 1812. 



TOE.F. 

1EN0W a western hickory. 
Outside 't IB weather-brown and rough : 
But all within that fibred tree 
Is clearest timber, lithe atad tough. 
Stout stuff is there for shaft or bow. 
For sturdy helve or stubborn bar, 
Fair carving will it take and show 
How fine and firm its secrets are. 

I know a singer in the West. 
Good songs he sings in many a key : 
But childhood is the strain that b^st 
Becomes his cunning minstrelsy. 
Merry and minor chords are there. 
Brave smiles his tender measures yield : 
But, strong or gentle, everywhere 
He is himself, his name is— Field. igd2. 



OUR FATHERS' GOD 

LAND of the bountiful West, 
Wonder from sea to sea. 
Haven of hope a>nd of rest 
Unto humanity 1 
Thither the pilgrims came, 
Hither the pilgrims come ; 
Widening the doors of thy home, 
Welcome the world to thy fame 1 

Standf standf 
Beautiful land I 
Under tby God's uphfted band. 
Brigbtj brigbtj 
Banner ofUgbt, 
Blazon tby OodPs protecting might I 



Leal to thy glorious past, 
Led by the pillar and rod, 
Ever thy liberties last, 
Bound on the shoulder of Gk>d I 
His be thine utmost desire, 
He shall thy destiny bear, 
He will attend to thy prayer,— 
Answer thine altars with fire. 

Standy stand, 
Beautiful land I 
Under tby God's uplitbed band, 
Blight, blight, 
Banner of light. 
Blazon tby Goifs protecting might I 1S92. 



SILVERTHAW 

PALE shfanmering pala<»8, some elfin wand 
Hath called from the mysterious North, are here, 
Each ice-clad tree a glittering chandelier. 
Mailed regiments the spectral forests stand, 
Banged neath the Moon at Winter's harsh command. 
In silverthaw, the weird hills, white and drear, 
Against the blue infinity appear. 
Blithe Summer's breath seems now forever banned. 

This insubstantiality shall pass, 
Shattered by sceptre the glad Sun doth wield. 
The pliant boughs shall wave the fields along. 
The brooks disprisoned leap laughing thro the grass, 
The cemetery of the frost shall yield, 
The world outbreak in undefeated song. im. 



THE COLLEGE BELL 



CLANOl clingl 
Outring 
OldbeUt 
FuUweU 
Thy note 
Doth float 
Its song 
Along I 
High-Bwung, 
Thy tongue 
Doth call 
Nightfall 
And waJce 
Daybreak, 
It speaks 
The weeks 
And hears 
The years. 
Full noon. 
Full Moon, 
The air 
Doth bear 
The tale 
By dale 
And hill, 
And still 
It swings. 
And brings 
Again 
The men 
Whose feet 
Its beat 
Once sped, — 
Long dead I 



Full, deep,— • 

'' Sleep 1 Sleep r 

• • • • 

sound 
Profound 
Andcalml 
psalm 
OfTimel 
O chime 
Of Youth I 
In sooth 
Thy peal 
Doth steal 
Our hearts 
And starts 
And thrills 
And stills 
Their beats, — 
Completes 
In tears, 
O years !— 
Your call 
And all 
That vast, 
The past 
Of choice. 
Stem voice. 
Thy rune 
Doth tune 
With strife 
Of Life,— 
With breath 
Of Death. 



18M. 
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WAGNER 

IMPERIOUS sorcerer of Music's realm, 
What multifarious concourse waits thy wand I 
Shapes of the deep attend thy mastery. 
The opaque air beats strange with furtive wings. 
The harsh gates yawn that ward the underworld. 
Ghosts of lost armies rise in startled front. 
Far-mufiled bells their lonely echoes chime. 
O'er rivers murmuring of Siren gold. 
Wit-lust and seai-dust blight and blur the day. 
Grim presages of fate slide down the dark. 
Malodorous lasts show where the demons went. 
Moon-gleam and sword-flash, hate and grieving love, 
Bugle and shield-clang, lute and lullaby. 
Bird-choir and martyr-psalm, joy, terror, sin, 
Rune-lore and elf-lore, craft of stole and throne, 
The concord-discord of this tragic star. 
Clutching of anguished hands or rapture's clasp. 
Heaven-glow, Hell-glare, mysterious Man between,— 
These move in thy great passion-play of sound. 
To smite the soul in -moods unspeakable. 
All sway in one occult processional. 
All blend in one dramatic litany, 
AU strive in one tempestuous symphony, 
While thro Time's stertorous and strident noise 
Delicious shreds of angel-melody 
Prehide the cadent harmonies of Grod. 

1895. 



UBIQDE 

HIS presence makes the Spring to blush, 
He shines in ample Summer's glow, 
He kindles Autumn's burning-bush, 
He flings the Winter's fleece of snow. 1886. 
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ALUMNI DAT 

MIDSUMMER shadows dance o'er the plain, 
Blossomed and radiant June comes again, 
High tide of memory, tryst of the years, 
Tangling in melody laughter and tears. 

Work thine enchantment, subtle perfume I 
Summon our yesterdays, mystical bloom 1 
Roses and romances strew as of old, 
Attar for ashes, before life is cold. 

Soimd, silent voices, faint, far away. 
Murmur .£olian echoes to day, 
Eyes that are answerless sparkle once more, 
Touch ours, ye vanished hands, just as before. 

1885. 

TWENTT.THIRD PSALM 

MY Shepherd is Jehovah ; can I want 7 
'Mid plenteous verdure down He makes me lie, 
By gliding waters leads me. Every haunt 
Of grace my needy soul doth satisiy . 

For His name's sake, in paths of righteousness 
He glides me on. Tea, thro the valley spread 
With deathly shadows tho my way I press, 
Since Thou art with me, I'll no evil dread. 

Thy rod and staff great comfort do appoint. 
Thou dost prepare in sight of all my foes 
A table for me, dost my brows anoint 
With precious fragrance. My cup overflows. 

Gk>odness and mercy aU the days I live 
Shall follow me, assurdd I shall dwell 
In the Lord's house forever, there to give 
All praise to Him Who led my feet so well 1895. 



A DEDICATION 

THE sweet and sloping days count many more. 
While side by side and sometimes hand in hand 
We fare along toward twilight and the gate I 
The years are shrinking and the evening comes. 
These few poor rustling autumn leaves I bring. 
To strew them shyly in thy gentle lap 
And once for all to tell my rosary. 

First then, I wonder at that well-worn ring 

Which bound for me so great a treasury I 

The lilies of a stainless life are thine. 

Thou tender monitor, whose silences 

And interlinear grace do potently 

The deeds which so rebuke my stumbling words, 

Chiding a man's vain wit with woman's way. 

Listen ; I will not be refused to speak;— 

Thine heart swells like a blossom in its sheath, 

Thy swift sight shimmers like a half-drawn sword, 

Thy feeling glistens like a half-spilled tear. 

Thy soul lies flashing in the hand of Ood 

As lies the half-cut brilliant on the palm 

Which yet upon the wheel shaU manifest 

Its full capacily of purest fire. 
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THE DUAL LAW 

HOLDING none above Thee,— 
Mind and strength and heart,— 
I, my Gk)d, would love Thee 
All for what Thou art. 
As the first and greatest 
Teach me this command ; 
So what Thou createst 
Make, in grace, to stand. 

Help me love my neighbor 
As Thou lovedst me. 
Help me share his labor 
In Thy sympathy. 
Let Thy Spirit only 
All my footsteps bend, 
To the faint and lonely 
For Thy sake a friend. 

Then as truth and beauly 

Make one perfect whole, 

Joy shall blend with duty 

In my deepest soul ; 

Blessdd most in giving 

What to love belongs. 

Mine Thy law of living 

And Thy statutes songs. 1895. 

A COLLEGE HYMN 

BY all true sons who loved these walls, 
The living and the dead, 
We sing our happy College halls 
And days too quickly sped. 
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Thy smae, God of Wisdom, still 
Enlarge all labors here, 
Let joy Thy gracious plans fulfill 
With every ampler year. 

Let generous hope and high behest 
These brightening ways adorn,— 
Our Mother's ancient honor rest 
On children yet unborn. 

What toil and trust whilere begun 
Increase from more to more, 
Till all this troubled Time is done 
And Man's long march is o'er. 1896. 



A COLLEGE HYMN 

ALMIGHTY Lord, with one accoid 
We offer Thee our youth 
And pray that Thou would'st give us now 
The warfare of the truth. 

Thy cause doth claim our souls by name, 
Thereto Thou makest strong ; 
All o'er the land one steadfast band 
May we to Christ belong. 

Let fall on every College hall 
The lustre of Thy cross, 
That love may dare Thy work to share, 
All else to reckon loss. 

Our hearts be schooled, our temper ruled. 
But Thy one will to seek, 
Whate'er we find Thy crystal mind 
Instruct our lips to speak. 

With conscience pure, with purpose sure. 
May we do all and then— 
No more in part, but as Thou art— 
Know Thee, our Lord. Amen. 1896. 
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ET IN TERRA PAX 

THRO all this war-^icrimBHtied world. 
Thy truce, Gfod, prdclaim ; 
Let flaunted pride and hate t>e furled 
And conquest own Thy name. 

Throw down that Dagon, blood-imbued^ 
The hideous god of strife; 
While brothers end their bitter feud 
To learn the way of life. 

For still the blood of Abel cries, 
The brand of envious Cain 
Is set where war-clouds blotch the skies 
To mock Thy pure domain. 

How wearily the years accurst 
Have listened, if again 
The madrigal of Heaven might burst 
With — " Peace to good-mlled men I " 

Let arms and battle garb, Lord, 
As fuel be for fire ; 

The plow displa.oe the spear and sword, 
The trumpet yield to lyre. 

For not with banner and with ban 
And irritable drum : 
But with all love of man to man 
Doth Thy true kingdom come. 

Judge and reprove 1 Oppressions lour. 
A lamentable cry 

Fills all the Earth. Bloom, Passion-flower I 
Break, Dayspring from on high I 

Uphold that cross of life and light, 
At last have Thine own way. 
O'er all this cruel wrack of night 
Lead in Thy blazing day. 1896. 
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ARMENIA 

MILTON, thou should'st be living at this hour,"— 
So Wordsworth longed. Now ninety years are flown, 
While, Mammon-daunted, England not alone, 
But all the stagnant world, hath need of power 
Like his indignant soul's, from Cromwell's tower 
Who rang that clarion protest to the skies I 
Sleek trade and miserly diplomacies 
Still worship stocks. Numb-blooded statecrafts cower. 
Death-kissed Armenia swoons in mortal plight 
And staiiess gloom, her piteous cry unheard,— 
No laureate's wrath bids nations blush or blanch. 
O Christ, let Thy hot lightnings rive the night I 
Smite that foul cimetar. Thou living Word I 
O Good Samaritan, this anguish stanch I 1896. 



FOUNTAIN OF LIFE 

ETERNAL One, m Whom we live. 
To Whom in loss or change we turn. 
Our answering hearts within us bum, 
As Thou Thy words of love dost give. 

Contained in Thee, Who to the brim 
Dost fill Creation with Thy light, 
Time, Space and Being, breathe Thy might, 
Wheeling in one surpassing hymn. 

Our birthright rests in Thee alone ; 
We trust and hope because Thou art, 
Until we see no more in part 
And know as also we are known. 

Then what Thy will is shall we be; 
Our souls, that yearned 'tween day and night, 
Shall in the joys of perfect sight 
Make overwhelming melody. 1896. 
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ALL IN ALL 

MY Maker and my King my Father is and Friend. 
He taught my heart to sing with love that hath no end. 
To boundless days, All-Wise, AU-True 1 
What can I do but trust and praise? 

Himself, Who fills all space, fills all my longing soul ; 
I run to His embrace, I rest in His control; 
For all the Earth is rocked to rest 
Upon the Breast that gave it birth. 

He is so near, so far, in Whom all parts are whole ! 
Beyond the outmost star, within the inmost soul. 
His finger-tips hush sunset skies. 
And dawn replies with whispering lips. 

Whatever shines or is moves in obedient arc, 
Day's chariot is His, His torches guide the dark,— 
Effulgent noon, the depths of air. 
The planets there and mystic Moon. 

Unfathomable night declares what day conceals, 
The wisdom of the light His dew-drop world reveals. 
Above, below, reply Amena I 
While either lens doth glory show. 

He standeth by the wall,— the boundaries of sense ; 
Thro my dim lattice fall His searching glances thence. 
With every breath my being Thine ! 
So Thou art mine, come life, come death. I88e. 

THE PILOT 

SPIRIT with spirit answer Thou, 
nearest, dearest Friend ! 
Deep in our hearts beginning now 
That rule which hath no end. 
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Where task and tumult fret the soul, 
Where wit and will are frail. 
Take Thine invincible control 
And mightfly prevaiL 

The blessM company that stands 
Sincere with life and lip,-— 
To them unite our hearts and hands 
In glad companionship. 

Let tides of love those bounds o'erflow 
That ebbing faith laid bare, 
While fleets of human mercy go 
Toward haven everywhere. 

So life irradiant and intense 
Shall more abimdantly 
Move past these changing shores of Sense 
To greet the boundless Sea. 1896. 

TBANCE 

HARSH and dread the Winter reigns, 
Smiting with his icy hand 
Prisoned streams and shrouded plains. 
Bare and gaunt the forests stand : 
But the Earth is only sleeping. 
Life its treasure safe is keeping. 

Thrush and blue-bird choirs are stiU, 
Blithesome ways are lone and drear, 
Moaning winds o'er hurst and hill 
Wail the requiem of the year : 
But His loving wisdom keepeth. 
Once Who said — ' ' She only sleepetb.** 



Faded leaf and aad faUen bloom, 
80 our days are briefly past, 
Cometh age with cold and gloom. 
Years are hurry mg to their last : 
But a Spring-tide sure is breaking, 
Resurrection life partaking. 

He Who with the Winter's fleece 
Shelters warm each root and germ. 
Shall our slumberings guard in peace,— 
All Earth's parable conflrm ; 
Death and darkness cannot hold us. 
So His changeless power enfold us. 

Bestless seasons, storm and shine, 
Glittering frost and sunmier glow. 
Starlight, daylight,— He is mine. 
There above and here below I 
June shall follow all December; 
Love and Life will aye remember. ig96. 



VICTORY 

BY thatCross where Day with Darkness strove. 
Where Death gave way to Love, 
Our hearts allegiance bring 
And ever own,— Tms is the Kino ! 

O'er Earth's battle-cloud His rainbows shine,- 
We conquer by that sign I 
Time's long campaign shall cease ; 
Christ shall lead home His host in peace. 

They have trod the storms beneath their feet. 
Along the palm-strewn street 
Cherubic legions run. 
Swells that great shout —'^ Well done I Well done 1 " 
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Lift your heads, ye daszling gates of light 
And rock ye walls of migfatl 
Peal out, ye golden bellSi 
From aJl your pearly citadels I 

When Thou comest, scarred and glorious King, 
While war-worn armies sing. 
In Thy triumphant name 
Orant us to share that vast acclaim I isoe. 

INVERSION 

THBO floods of gold and fleiy bands 
Our waning day is borne : 
But splendors break on distant lands ; 
Our sunset is their mom. 

So Life's last twilight here on Earth, 
Where saints and angels are 
Is hailed as Heaven's immortal birth,-* 
Our night its morning star I 1896. 

VOX HUMANA 

WITH joy we throng before Thee 
To glory hi Thy praise. 
Our grateful souls adore Thee,— 
Their trembling raptures raise. 
Thy love that Gift hath brought us 
Wherewith we may draw nigh ; 
What Thy wide grace hath taught us 
Shall please Thee, Ood Most Highl 

Upon our sacrifices 
Thy holy fire shall fall. 
With strange and sweet surprises 
Thou'It answer when we calL 
However frail and lowly 
The strain our hearts uplift, 
TUne Altar, Thou Most Holy, 
Shall sanctify the gift 



At last, our parts reoeiving, 

Those choirs of light shall ring ; 

Then, then, no note of grieving, 

No lyre of broken string : 

But life and music, blending 

In pure and perfect tone, 

Shall move in tides unending 

Before Thy burning throne. 1897. 

AN APPEAL 

NOW for our Country and her cause 
We lift, God, this utmost psalm ; 
Thy providences shall not pause 
Till storm hath wrought Thy perfect calm. 

Clothe Thou our will with more than steel 
To push the standards of the light. 
Once more Thine arm in power reveal 
To rout the armadas of the night. 

Flash 1!hy swift signals thro the gloom. 
Split Thy new path thro western seas, 
While all the throats of battle doom 
The pride of ancient tyrannies. 

Thy justice speed on morning's wing 

The time when need of war shall cease. 

Bid aU the empyrean ring 

With madrigals of love and peace. 1898. 

DIAPASON 

LET the seven angels sound. 
The seven thunders wake ; 
Now the Holy One is foimd. 
The seven seals to break! 
Let the four-and-twenly sing. 
Leading all that plangent choir,— 
Praise that moimts in altar fire 
To the Eternal King ! 1898. 
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THE FLAG 

ROLL a river wide and strong;, 
Like the tides a-swinjpnf^, 
Lift the joyful floods of song, 
Set the mountains ringing, 
Bun the lovely banner high,— 
Crimson morning-glory 1 — 
Field as blue as yonder sky, 
Every star a story. 

Let the people, heart and lip, 
Hail the gleaming splendor ! 
Let the guns from shore and ship 
Acclamation render ! 
All ye oceans, clap your hands I 
Echo plains and highlands. 
Speed the voice thro all the lands 
To the orient islands. 

Darling flag of liberty I 
Law and love revealing, 
AU the downcast turn to thee, 
For thy help appealing. 
In the front for human right 
Flash thy stars of morning, 
All that hates and hides the light 
Flies before thy warning. 

By the colors of the day, 
By the breasts that wear them. 
To the living Ood we pray 
For the brave that bear them I 
Bun the rippling baimer high ; 
Peace or war the weather, 
Cheers or tears, we'll live or die 
Under it together. isos. 



96 

BALLAD OF BETHLEHEM 

ABfUSIC that is like the light, 
A radiancy that sings. 
And all the air is fuU tiiis night 
With heavenly whisperings. 

A scintillanoe of melodies 
Bewilderingly impearled 
Runs glistening thro the listening skies 
To thrill the expectant world. 

Thenas while heedless mortals slept, 
A dascling form appears 
To them who longsome night-watch kept, 
Changing to joy their fears. 

'' Ck>od news I bring this hapful mom, 
To all men shall it be; 
For Who to you this hour is bom 
Messiah, Lord is He." 

The gates of sapphire sudden yield 
To that celestial throng. 
While raptured over BetMehem's field 
Breaks multitudinous song. 

As once with starry shout of old. 
Now canticled again 
The glories of the Highest hold 
With peace to kindly men. 

Oh, wonderful and holy sight I 
Oh, sweet and solenm mirth I 
Thy tide of tune shall break in might 
Across the dreaming Earth. 

With them who went that long ago 
To see what God had shown. 
Will we go even now and so 
To us shall it be known. 



For Judah's chfld, then first to them. 
Is bom the Son of Man 
And all the world is Bethlehem 
Since Christmas first began. 

Now God be praisM in the height, 
Good will to men alway. 
Thro Him Who came that blessdd night 
To bring eternal day. 1S98. 



KIRKLAND HILL 

IT was a hundred years ago. 
Upon the crest that crowns the slope. 
They did what they could never know 
Who opened there a door of hope. 

Scholar and soldier, man and saint. 
Our Kirkland set what naught could move ; 
So from that cradle rude and quaint 
Has grown the Hamilton we love. 

It was the day of little things, 
Where poverty and doubt were near ; 
For tho his prayer had sturdy wings 
He could not guess the hundredth year. 

He struck the plow in fallow soil, 
He sowed the seed with open hand, 
The God of Wisdom owned his toil ; 
So where he wrought and slept we stand. 

Still, still, shall stand, when we are gone. 
The widening walls, the ampler task ; 
The doughly College shall live on 
With mora than we can think or ask. 

Thou God Whose mercies never cease, 
While runs a second century. 
Let our high beacon towers incraase ;— 
We trust their lamps of truth to Thee. 1809. 



ORIENTATION 

*T TTTE speak of eveiytliiiig as yesterday/'— 
VY/ 80 saiif^ that soft Sicilian idylist 
W Who tao^t the smnmer Doric. Had be known 
Snch a romance as hovers all these ^ades, 
Qingmg about onr walls of mottled brown, 
Had he but spent a June on C!oll^ge HiU 
To fallowship with onr peramial ' Greek,* 
To feel tibe thrilling of onr Chapd beU, 
To qnaff those waters by the Cabinet, 
To hear the Fountam plash of '98, 
To listen to the pipings of these flocks 
That skip and bleat as they are folded home,— 
Theocritus had turned his mirror roimd. 
Had put tomorrow in hexameters, 
Making of memory but a horoscope, 
With points of bright departure which recur 
To view from heightening spirals. Thus will we. 
Remembering that we may the more expect. 
We speak of everything as but the dawn I 

1889. 

IDEATION 

THE whispering fancy prophesies the tset ; 
The vision gleams and finds itself a form ; 
We first imagine, next we will and do ; 
Dreams are the stuff of which our lives are made. 
Here time ago a thought possessed a man ; 
He set the loom whose web is still imshom. 
He understood that castles in the air 
Are not a * baseless fabric ' to the brave, # 

And " Kirkland's folly " was reality. 
Yonder his dust : but this his monument ; 
For one by one thro long succeeding years 
Man after man the Dominie's mantle dons, 
Thought after thought has copied will In stone, 
Whorl after whorl our Nautilus hath buUt, 
Its statelier mansions filled with ampler power. 
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More than we reckon of shall yet be thine. 

Fair Hamilton I The best is yet to be. 

We as the heirs of those who served and sleep. 

Thy younger sons, take up thy parable :— 

The promise and tiie potency of Z1/&, 

The ideals indestructibility. 

The heavenly vision and obedience. 

The procreative force of second-sight. 

Thus call we to the twentieth century, 

1900. 

COMMENCEMENT ODE 

NOW as of old, tomorrow and for aye 
Thro time, our charmed domain stands fair and 
strong. 
Behold our Queen in all her dear array 
And hear and share the tribute of our song I 

A guild of reverent sons, with broad acclaim 
We sound our joy in thy security ; 
Laige lift thy walls and larger lifts thy fame. 
Staunch is thy past and sure thy years to be. 

Thy lawns and groves are precious with the tread 
Of those who heard thy summons and who wrought 
Thy lessons into life. They are not dead 
Who come no more ; thou hast them in thy thought. 

Live on, generous Mother! starry-eyed. 
Stout to the winds and bosomed toward the Sun ; 
Thy terrace is a throne, thy grace our pride ;— 
Long uvb the Qtjbbk ! Her reign is but begun. looL 



'^OLDCXEEK' 




OidGiHk! 



Old or jom^ ip» aie an kii bqjB^ 
Tdl biai 00 wMi a jojfol none,— 
QldGiHkl 

80vnMHid4Uly fluimiieiB be 
fibocA the booglis <rf the Attk tieeu 
An Uiat be kDowB beH nem tdl ; 
Give him iMioliier Hamiltain yril,—' 
OldGiedLl 

'87, tiiat was tiie jear 
Km Fi^ was a fredmum hi»e ; 
Lo^K has be i^odded tiie iqpwaid tiaO, 
The way be has biased shaU never fail,— 
(HdGieekl 

Fifteen bundled men alive. 
An the A. B/s in the hive; 
Fin him with honqr up to the brim; 
He knows ns aU and we aU know him,— 
OldGieekl 

Gray and grissled, fnU four-score. 
Just the Prof, he was of yore; 
The boys coma in and the men go forth: 
But fhera ever is but one Edwabd Nobth, 
OldGxeekl 



Oolden sundown, then a nap, 
His head in Ahna Mater's lap ; 
Hand seeks hand while whispers low 
Answer the pine trees, soft and slow— 
Old Greek I 

When the last great Chapel rings 
And aJl the C!ollege together brings, 
When the years and the centuries meet, 
Then we shaJl see in the veiy front seat. 
Old Greek I IML 



WITH A BOOK, TO A FRIEND 

TO have and hold, (and if I may,) 
I send this petit Beranger, 
Where smiles and fancies interlace. 
I beg you, of your wonted grace. 
With cousins in more deft array 
Of pigskin tooled and calf doubld. 
To grant Le coin de Famitid 
And fortune this a modest place 
To have and hold. 
For thro the proud and prosy day 
Light song hath still a right of way; 
She stays the hours' bewildering pace. 
Granting the heart a sunny space 
Where dreams are true for aye and aye 
To have and hold. IMl. 
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CABISSIMA 

DEAR is thy homeBtead, glade and glen, 
Fair is the light that crowns thy brow ; 
Gather we close to thee again, 
Mother of loyal steadfast men, 
Our own sweet Lady thou ! 

Haunting our hearts in absent days, 
Calling us back from stress and storm, 
Tenderly all thy good old ways 
Shine in thy smiles ; — be love thy praise I 
Thine arms are ever warm. 

Memory still shall close enfold, 
Whispering on, thy mystic Joys ; 
Faith shall thy constant fame uphold ; 
While years— C!»ri«9/ma/— grow cold 
We still will be thy boys. 1901. 



CABISSIMA 

CAB A sUvestris sedes stet ! 
Lucis corona est f route ilia. 
Bursum fovendam das temet, 
Strenua tibi vis viret ; 
victrix salve era, tu dulcis domina ! 

Carmina procul nos matris 
Bevocant turba ac fremitu, 
Dulce tuae arces rident ; sis 
Semper praestantis nominis ! 
In teneas sinu benigne et amplexu. 

Ista susurrans mystica 
Tenax memoria nunc adsunt, 
Constans fides, fama integra,— 
Carissima,— per secula I 
Demum heredes erunt qui matrem amaverunt. 



BBIGHT COLLEGE 

O HAMILTON I bright Hamflton I 
With sunbeams on thy brow ; 
Thy years increase and ne'er shall cease 
The love that hails thee now. 
Set wide thy door while as of yore, 
About our Mother's knee. 
Thy boys, grown men, crowd close again ; 
Our song is all of thee. 

Hamilton, bright Hamilton I 
Like stars thy memories shine ; 
While to and fro thro life we go, 
Our hearts, our hands are thine. 
Thy glowing name, thy flowing fame. 
However time betide. 
As yesterday, shall still for aye 
Fulfill our joy and pride. 1903, 

INTEGER VITAE 

GOD, our desire and hope, we come before Thee, 
For Thy great mercies gladly we adore Thee ; 
Grant us Thy holy presence, we implore Thee,— 
Thine keep us alway. 

Befuge and Guard in time of tribulation, 
Anchor and Port from every fierce temptation, 
Thou art our Strength, our Song and our Salvation, 
Now and forever. 

Thy love our life, Thy law our perfect warning, 
Thy grace our answer to the vain world's scorning, 
Dark tho the night be, sunshine comes with morning, 
Then day eternal. 1M)3. 

FOUR VOICES 

JUNE'S high soprano, Autunm's alto deep, 
Winter's strong bass and April's tenor clear, 
These are the tones that make our pulses leap. 
This is the quartet of the mighty year. IMS, 
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VEXILLA BEGIS PBODEDNT 

ADVANCE the standards of the King I 
His sign of conquest fling afar ! 
The summons for His holy war 
Let all the loyal bugles ring. 

Each strand that leaves the roaring loom 
Weaves in Thy living robe, (Jod I 
Come with Thy sceptre or Thy rod ; 
Terror or faith shall make Thee room. 

Thine eyes like flame. Thy locks like wool, 
Bend, as a scroll, these veiling skies ! 
Arise to judge the Earth, arise ! 
Her cup of pain is overfull. 

Thy hand alone can loose the thrall. 
Thine arm alone can right the wrong. 
Peoples and powers to Thee belong ; 
Then let Thy rule be all in all. 

Thy Cross shall have its right of way, 
Thou Man of Time and Light of Men I 
Thy shafts of morning flash again 
And lead Thy will-fulfilling day ! 1903. 



CODNTEBCHABGE 

THE banners of the King 
Oo on in gleaming light, 
The golden trumpets far outring 
And hail the holy fight. 
Great Captain of our souls, 
We follow Thy command ; 
Howe'er the tide of battle rolls 
The floods are in Thy hand. 

" Quit ye like men I Be strong I " 
With steadfast hearts and true 
We dare with an unshaken song 
The work we have to do. 
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O Lord, be Thou our strength 1 

Upon Thy word we wait ; 

Thy squadrons white shall turn at length 

The battle to the gate. 1903. 



TENACITER 

THT service cannot end for them that trust in Thee, 
Fain in Thy work to spend a full eternity. 
Grant us amid that blest array, 
In tireless love to Thee aJway, 
To share one glad, bright, endless day. 

So now on Earth below, along this pilgrim track, 
March we triumphantly and no good thing we lack. 
Noonlight and starlight. Thou our Guide 
Shalt lead us on, each need supplied. 
Till in Thy likeness satisfied. 1904. 



APOCALYPSE 

THE mom shall wake, the clouds shall break, 
Our sight that now is dim. 
With wondrous ken, as He is, then 
Shall know and worship Him. 
So fill the night with songs of light. 
While still we watch and pray ; 
Our King is true and will come thro 
The opening gates of day. 

O lonely heart, bear out thy part ; 
The vision is but short, 
Abundantly thy soul shall be 
Brought sale to that good port. 
Along the strand the blessdd stand 
Beyond the scouiging foam ; 
What palms they bring, what psalms they sing. 
To bid thee welcome home I 1904. 
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ALLELUIA 

LONG are the shadows since Thou Lord didst go. 
Leaving Thy faithful here on Earth below : 
But that day hastens which Thy truth shall show. 

Under Thy blessing, thro the parting air 
They saw Thy passing, then who everywhere 
Did Thy sure love and Thy return declare. 

"Ixj, lam with you a/waj^/"— That farewell 
Holds all our hearts while still we boldly tell,— 
Sorrow and sin Thine advent shall dispeL 

Thy kingdom marches ; tho not yet is shown 
What times and sea^sons make Thy welcome known, 
Yet we believe Thou wilt reclaim Thine own. 

By all who wearing to the death Thy name, 
They who endured the cross, despised the shame. 
Suffered and conquered,— by their endless fame,— 

May we forever tread in their bright train. 
With steadfast will to front the world's disdain. 
Till the King cometh to His own again. 

So now awaiting Thee we watch and pray ; 
In Thy full wisdom hides the breaking day. 
When all who love shall be with Thee for aye. 

Alleluia I 

1904. 

THE COLLEGE CHAPEL 

LESS Thou this place, God of grace. 
With love that casts out fear. 
That, brave and true, whatever we do 
May find Thy light more dear. 

Thy care surround this goodly ground. 
Watch o'er it night and day, 
Control, ordain, impel, maintain. 
Enlarge our life alway. 
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Our being draw to^love Thy law 
And walk at liberty ; 
So, well b^un in Thy dear Son, 
We shall indeed be free. 

Help us to see in all things Thee 
And while Thy ways we learn 
Go with us, teach that kindling speech 
Wherewith our hearts shall bum. 

Out from this door may evermore 
Press an unquailing throng, 
Who know the art a rugged part 
To cheer with holy song. 

With chains of gold our spirits hold 
About Thy feet, till Time 
Is overpaist and full at last 
The bells of glory chime. 1904. 



TELEPATHY 

ALL night your letter in my hand I held ;— 
The nearest token I could have of you ; 
Tour fingers there touched mine. It breathed all thro 
A f ragrancy that every questioning quelled. 
Each warm and gentle syllable it spelled 
Was to my dry soul like an August rain. 
Bidding hope blossom, summer sing, again ; 
Thenoeforwardly its dews my heart compelled. 
Belovdd, if the gracious lines you pen 
Can thus dash spectral solitilde away, 
Blessing my thrawart night's meridian ; 
How radiant shall be the generous day, 
When with bewildering joy from your own lips 
I take what from this precious letter slips I 1905. 
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BETHLEHEM 

WHILE deep skies glisten, 
While shepherds listen. 
With music shaken 
The heavens waken. 
Angelic warning 
Ushers the morning 
That Love's joy telleth 
Where'er man dwelleth. 
Birth like none other, 
Maiden and mother; 
Such the dear story, 
Such the strange glory. 
Boyal and lowly, 
Wonderful, holy ! 
But all is foded ; 
To see as they did 
Now Time is weary 
And waiteth dreary, 
Heareth no winging 
Of seraphs singing. 
Lord and Anointed, 
Undisappointed 
We still would greet Thee, 
Still haste to meet Thee, 
Still hold unbroken 
Thine ancient token. 



Poor tho my heart be. 
Bare 849 the manger, 
There let Thy part be, 
Heavenly Stranger 1 1W6. 
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AN ECHO 

THESE brother hands across the sects 
We lock and beg of God Most High 
To ward our common liberties 
And in the day of dread stand nigh. 
While Time's dire task draws bloody sweat. 
Strength of our Life 1 go with us yet. 

The Ironsides and the Minute-men, 
The Light Brigade, the Blue, the Gray, 
Rouse us their sons to march again 
And ca^st our craven sloth away. 
We have not kept our plighted troth : — 
Forgive ! Lord God of Sabaoth ! 

From Senlac down to Shiloh's Held, 
From Concord bridge to Waterloo,— 
Quebec to Lucknow,— Shall we yield 
And all those trophied deeds undo 7 
Nay, €ts baptizdd for the dead. 
We'll dare the blasts thro which they led. 

O Pilot of the ancient years I 
O Captain of the long campaign I 
Engird our hope, smite dumb our fears, 
The floods of furious wrong restrain ; 
That one vast English voice may swell 
Above the storms,— "^/ffif welll AlFs well 1 " 

So thro the roaring gates of war, 
Or thro the meadow-lands of peace. 
One tongue, one Book, one hope, one lore. 
Shall, will with will, one strength increase. 
Full in the fore of Man's great fight, 
Our flags entwined shall kiss the light. 1906. 
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A PLEDGE 

FOND are the towers that crown our Hill I 
To all they hold in store 
This loving-cup with joy we fill 
To pledge them eyermore. 
What tasks soe'er may bear us far, 
What stormy tides may run, 
Our hopes steer home by one bright star 
To thee,-— fair Hamilton I 

Then here's to all the men who were. 
To all who shall be thinel 
Now let the old love in them stir. 
Their eyes with memory shine. 
So hand in hand right up we stand. 
While, as the rivers run 
Back to the sea, our hearts to thee 
Flow full,— fair Hamilton I 1906. 



SHADOW-LIGHT 

AT the top of that long stair, 
In dainty, fleecy white, 
Her candle in her hand, 
Bight there she used to stand. 
To lisp that sweet Good-night ;— 
Oh, she was passing fair I— 
Then doll in arm she sped 
Laughing, away to bed. 

Such a lonely while ago I 
But I do not forget. 
The little maid is asleep. 
The night is still and deep. ' 
I wait and listen yet ; 
For, thro the years, I know 
A child voice calls me, there 
Adown this long long stair. 1906. 
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ORATORIO 

ND His name shall be called/'— 
While the surge of the choras 
Gathers up all its foroes. 
Breaks in floods with ascription :— 
** Wonderful I "—while the heart leaps, 
''Ck>i7NskLLOBl "—and tiie sight dims, 
''MiGHTir OodI EveblastinoI 
Pbince of Peace ! " so the thunders 
Roll along to the distance 
Where the years and the ages 
Greet their King with the anthem 
That they urge, as He cometh 
In the clouds with His atigels. 
'' WondebfulI "—and the arches 
Of the skies at the summons 
Seem to tremble their answer. 
^'CounsellobI "^and the Heavens 
Lift their gates for our vision. 
The innumerable voices 
Catch the music of mortals 
And aloft in the censeni 
Of the seraphs 't is swinging 
To the throne of the Highest. 
'T is the song of the ransomed, 
Orchestral of redemption, 
Of the Earth, but unearthly, 
Of the Heavens, but human. 
So with worshipping Handel 
Still we sbig the Messiah. looe. 
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HOLMOANG 

OVER and over 849 days go by, 
From beneath the elms and the opal sky. 
Over and over the far fond call 
Summons us back to the Mother's hall. 
Under the Autumn's shining arch. 
Under the winds of burly March, 
Under the laughing eyes of May, 
All of that eloquent yesterday 
Hurries our hearts to greet once more 
Path and shadow and open door. 
Populous memories throng apace. 
Everywhere peers a well-loved face. 
Shouts of the old days blend again. 
Twilights tingle the old refrain, 
Beticent years their curtains draw. 
Steals a vision of tender awe ; 
All that was ours the years have kept. 
Treasures have gathered the while we slept, 
After the fierce exacting strife, 
Throng the moods of that youthful life ; 
After the Rip Van Winkle nap 
We are boys in our Mother's lap. 1906. 

ELECTION DAT 

NOW is come the day of action. 
Bum away the fogs of faction, 
Out from vacillating shame 
Every man no lie can tame. 
Let him answer to his name ;•— 
Call the roll! 

Down where Montauk baulks the deep, 
Where Lake Erie's vineyards sleep, 
Where the ancient Hudson gleams. 
Where St. Lawrence lordly streams. 
Where the Susquehanna dreams, 
Call the roUI 
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Every town and county np I 
Shall we drink the hemlock cup 7 
Bareback nightmare shall we ride? 
Take a boglight for our guide 7 
Go to stuff the Tiger's hide? 
CaUtheroUI 

On the cloud the rainbow hues^ 
Once again the people choose, 
All the bluster is rehearsed, 
Let the yellow cyclone burst, 
Let us know the best, or worst, 
CaUtheroUI 

Let the doubters stand from under! 
WhUe the timid wafl and wonder, 
While the half-men whine and squeak, 
Whfle the wicked fool the weak, 
Let the gathered thunders speak I 
CaUtheroUI 1906. 



CATAFALQUE 

A . LOFT the maples lift in lavish splendor 
/\ The funeral torches of the passing year, 
X V. In spattered fire their falling tributes render. 
To cover with wan glory the vast bier 
Of withered Summer. Brooding sUence hushes 
The stumbling days and soon the slanting rain 
Across the narrowing November gushes,— 
The grief of Autumn for the beauly slain. 
The trumpets of the Winter break in dirges, 
Time's smotheringminors toward one more grave go 
And from the terror of the cold emerges 
The shaft of ice amid the biUowing snow. 
But tho the sleep is deep and dose the curtain 
Enfolds the mystery of life in death, 
The eternal miracle of June is certain,-— 
The mightier resurrection answereth I 1906 
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VIA PACTS 

FBOMGodinOodlhide, 
From Him to Him I flee; 
Where caD sadi needy heart confide 
Except in Thee7 

Eleewhitber shall I go? 
'T is ThoUy Who knowing best, 
Dost bid my full confession flow 
On Thine own breast. 

With Thee I dare not stay. 
So burning pure Thy sight 
And yet I dare not go away 
In my dark plight. 

My prayer do not cast out ; 
Thy pity I implore. 
Oh, turn my wayward soul about 
To sin no morel 

Make Thou my spirit free, 
Thy law of life to prove; 
Then will I walk at liberty 
In perfect love. 1906» 



600DBTE 

KIND collie days, your charm too soon departing, 
Too short the sunlight on each ivied walll 
From the glad dream our hearts in ruth upstartang 
Answer the bell that rings its flnal call. 
But as we go one more long look returning 
Scans all the scene in strength and beauty set; 
Far we may wander : but an eager yearning 
Shall bind it fost. We never will forget. 
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So one more lilt of music be our greeting 
To that which held us thro the varied years I 
Again, forby each merry place, repeating 
The spell that still enthrals and still endears. 
Upon her lips the smile serene and tender 
Bids us smile back to her whose grace holds foet ; 
O Alma Mater I let these rainbows render 
Our pledge to love and cherish to the last. 1907. 



IN THE SIGN OP SAGITTARIUS 

THE year is dead I It is as old as Man 
To tread the stubble-char where Summer was. 
Questioning whither all that was is gone,— 
The yesterdays locked deep by many nights,— 
To listen to the far-intoning winds. 
To feel in vain for hands that once were wanni 
The silence aches. Ciold are the kill-pride skies. 
The ruined nests have lost their happy choirs. 
Boses no more. The fields are dull and sere. 
We plunge toward icy air and blinding snow. 
Over these orts the winter of wanhope 
Spreads its forbidding and benumbing void. 
I move :— no presence I call :— no answer comes I 
All the fond lauf^ter and the tender smiles 
Irrevocable I Days are shorn and dumb. 
It will end somewhile : but this interwhile 
My frozen fingers scarce can hold the kirn 
Which yet is all the remnant of old wealth. 
Wonder, that life can thus breast storm and death. 
The deep imagination of the heart 
Still undertaking the impossible, 
C!onfident all is possible with God I 1907. 
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LUX IMMOBTALIB 

WE avB marching home to gloiy 
To die no moie I 
Life shall tell its bonndlese story, 
To die no more I 

All this sin and shame and madness, 
All Earth's wondennent and sadness, 
Shall be swallowed np of gladness,— 
To die no more! 

There shall come no pain, no crying. 
To die no more I 

Baptnred song for weary sighing. 
To die no morel 

Here, where grief and darkness hold ns. 
Not the half was ever told us: 
There Almighly Love shall fold ns 
To die no morel 



As Ste is the light shall show Him, 
To die no more! 

As He knows us we shall know Him, 
To die no more I 

King of Peace, by Thy protection 
Bring us to that day's perfection. 
Children of the Besurrection, 
To die no more I 1007. 

A PSALM 

OF Hfan, Who ever dwelleth 
In light beyond our ken, 
Day unto day retelleth 
And night to night again. 

The stare outwatch our sleeping. 
Our eyes are kissed with day. 
While Thou, Who hast our bdeping. 
Art neyer for away. 
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For all the tired and aching. 
For all who wake and sigh, 
For all whose hopes are breaking, 
Hear Thou our human cry I 

Uplift each suffering toiler, 
Heed his appeal, O GodI 
And break each proud despoiler 
Beneath Thy righteous rod. 

Let stumbling hate miscarry. 
Ward each black stroke of sin. 
Let not Thy chariot tarry, 
But bring Thy Kingdom in. 

Above Thy bow is bended, 
These storms Thy winds shall cleanse. 
Till, all enigmas ended, 
Sound Earth's and Heaven's Amens I 1907. 



F0N8 VITAE 

SOUL of all Souls I Thou art not far 
From each who feeleth after Thee, 
In Whom we live and move and are. 
The children of eternity. 

The realms of sense, astir with mind, 
A symbol are and sacrament ; 
Thine alphabets of form upbind 
That Word Who is their last intent 

Responding in Thy holy rhyme. 
Whom none with mortal eye can see. 
Thou art the spirit's Space, and Time 
Is but the thought that answers Thee. 

I4ife, bxeath and all things are Thy gift, 
Thouliast made one all men on Earth, 
That they to Thee one prayer may Uft, 
Owning in Thee one heavenly birth. 
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Being Diyine, in Whom partake 
AH in Love's nature who abide, 
Author and Finisher, awake 
In us,— Thy likeness satisfied I 

Our Father I Hallowed be that name I 
Thy will in every world be done! 
Oive bread I Forgive I Save us from shame I 
Thy power and glory aye be one. 1907. 



TIME 

OUR world is worn and ancient 
With disarray and pain ; 
Its joys and tears are transient, 
Its losses and its gain. 
Thou dost forespeak its meaning 
Who art m all its strife. 
Thy love still intervening 
To show the way of life. 

Our souls are bowed. Earth's anguish 
And burden bend the back; 
Our hope and courage languish 
Before Time's woe and wrack : 
But Thou, complete Fulflller, 
Divine and human Friend, 
Thou fiery, cloudy Pillar, 
Wilt ponit the expected end. 

To us no other teacher 
Interpreteth the storms ; 
Thou earnest every creature 
Whose life Thy Spirit warms. 
The sure foundation standeth, 
Thou knowest all Thine own. 
They whom their God conmiandeth 
Shall never walk alone. 1907. 
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FIDELITAS 

YIELDING to Thee,— Thou First and Last 
And Livuig One,— our whole estate, 
In Thy sure wisdom fix us fast, 
Thy gentleness make our hearts great. 

While yet Thy ways unfold Thy will, 
While paths unmapped are wild and strange. 
Thy hand uphold our going still, 
Locked in that love which cannot change. 

Our minds to Thy vast measures bend,— 
Forgive the folly of our fears I 
Grant us Thy peace, O timelong Friend, 
Thro all these agitCKted years. 

We would, 'mid Earth's sublime distress, 
Walk near tiie Man of Sorrows too. 
Sharing the strife and bitterness 
With Him with Whom we have to do. 

Swim with us when the floods are strong, 
Shine 'fore us when the night is black. 
When our hearts cry * Lord, how long? ' 
Let not our staggering souls turn back. 

Qtod ! Who shalt make man's failures good, 
Christ! Who shalt break the arm of pride, 
Be Thy full counsel understood. 
Be not by us re-crucified I 

Of Thy companioning assured. 
May none Thy kingly trust betray : 
But all be dared and all endured, 
Until these shadows flee away. iwr. 
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THE RIFTED VEIL 

AFTER the strife, the fever and the passion, 
After the thorn, the toil, the troubled dream, 
The carnal plight, the grief, the swaying fashion 
Of mortal days,— the great surprising gleam 
Of the transcendent life I Beyond description 
The opening vistas of the powers to be I 
Who could wish back the fare and task Egyptian,— 
Recall the pilgrim of Eternity ? 
Loved faces crowding to the deathless meeting, 
Loved hands put forth to draw the traveler in, 
Dear voices heard again in tenderest greeting. 
Past these vain shadows I No more night, no sin : 
But Mercy's house, whence no found child shall wander,— * 
Prevailing Love, that wielded staff and rod,— 
Each heart's own story and strange Miay to ponder,— 
Emancipation, light, truth, joy, peace, Ood I 1907. 



VOX DEI 

GOD of the prophets, those whose word 
Of old Thy tokens spake. 
Once more Thy world-wide truth be heard, 
Their burdening call outbreak 1 

Bid that deep voice of righteousness 
Spare not, but cry aloud. 
Confronting with Thy sure redress 
The cruel and the proud. 

Inspire again their fire and fan. 
Who seek not Earth's reward, 
Nor fear the face of wrathful man : 
But wield Thy naked sword I 

Bewildered souls to Thee shall turn, 
Thy paths shafl be made straight. 
All furious wrong, flung back, shall learn 
That Ood alone is great I 1907. 
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SWORN IN 

OOOD of Annies I let me be 
Thy soldier, steadfast to my trast. 
To fight the good fight manfully 
Right thro the cloud of battle dust ; 
So will I strip the holy sword 
And march to serve with Christ my Lord. 

Nor wait with them that idly sleep, 
But hear the long roll calling me, 
Strike with my might, each vigil keep, 
Nor fear Earth's subtlest enmity ; 
So will I lift my Captain's song, 
Tho days are sharp and nights are long. 

Soon sha>ll this strife of sin be ended, 
Thine hosts come home, their warfare done, 
And they be of their King commended 
Who have with Him their victory won ; 
In that full day their souls shall tell 
What here they bore,— 'T will all be welll 

1908. 



BY AND BY 

KINSMAN true I Thy promise keeping. 
Let Thy signals lift our eyes I 
Thrust Thy sickle to that reaping 
Which shall all Thy world surprise. 
Lord of Harvest, 
For that garnering day arise I 

Let the voice of all creation 
Answer back the morning stars 1 
Thou, Desire of every nation, 
Break the ancient dungeon bars I 
Ride in triumph, 
King, returning from Thy wars I 

1006. 
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CRDCIFER 

PRINT, Lord, upon our hearts tiiat ngn 
Of glory and of pain. 
That Cross of hope and life divine, 
Where Love by nn was slain. 

That precious sacrifice and death 
Be not by us denkd I 
We will confess with eveiy breath 
Christ and Him cmcified. 

That ransom and reproach to claim 
Be ours,— that cross to bear 1 
And when the King His own shall name. 
May we be numbered there* 190S. 



THE CRY OF LIFE 

AH, that a song might sound again. 
As it rangin the dawn when song was young, 
When life was new and the heart was strung 
To a lusty ciy, when women and mem 
Knew crag and flood and the fierce beast's den 1 
When the mystical Earth and untamed joy 
Of passion and strength made man a Boy, 
Who leaped and dared, whose wondering ken 
Held flame and storm I When JEear was strange 
And the rushing deed was vivid and bold I 
Before the sophist or cynic spake, 
When the open world was a wild, free range. 
When the pulses burned that now grow cold, 
When night was alive and the dream awake. 
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So calls the will that aches for more 
Than a dull age gives to its noble pain; 
But it shall not there in a wild world gain, 
By animal quest and a brutal roar. 
The fruit that the tree of knowledge bore. 
The hope, with its pang, of a task borne thrO| 
The bitter-sweet of a truHi to do, 
The love that in suffering finds its door. 
Upl for the life that is life indeed, 
For the eye unillusioned by shallow sense. 
For the breast that shares with the hungiy lip. 
For the soul from its irritant tether freed,— 
Almighty life 1 from the impotence 
Of its body bom to God's fellowship. ims. 



CHORUS 

COME close, good fellows, every brother. 
Uplift again the same old call, 
To hail our darling little Mother, 
The daintiest lady of them all I 

Dear Dame I we prize thy silvered tresses, 
Thy golden voice, thy crystal eyes ; 
By all thy chiding and caresses, 
Each man will love thee till he dies. 

Let folly, fear, or fraud assail us. 
Thy steadfoist way is clean and sure. 
Thy truth endures, thou wilt not fail us. 
No false light will thy steps alluie. 

Then honor, pride and praise be done thee, 
Thy home-made cradle rocking still, 
And Kirkland's Ood smile full upon thee 
Till Time's last sunsets kiss thy Hill 1 loos. 
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LAODICEA 

KEEPINO the brooding quiet of my books, 
Before this cheerful hearth and steady lamp, 
Faring at ease, well-&iended, confident, 
I read of those who ventured to the death. 
I laud their faith, the type of myriads 
Who unto Time's great war gave all they had 
And fell in the good Man-fight, never named. 
What then am I, to enter as the heir 
Of freedoms won at that so frightful cost? 
Their stately souls paid bravely the full price : 
I loiter in the delicate acclaim 
Of fortitude that finds no splendid like 
In these ungirded, flaccid, Paphian days I 
Whenas I ponder those grim, bleeding, years, 
Whose high hearts strove thro torment to their crown. 
Clasping sharp sorrow as a diadem. 
Clenching love's confidence with life's red pledge, 
I curse the dry rot of cupidity. 
Detestable with cynic bargaining, 
Obesely opulent and fiatulent, 
Glutted with knowledge, cloyed with dainty taste, 
Drunken with optimistic blasphemies I 
Again, if on these sleek and coward hours 
The tocsin of St. Germain I'Auxerrois 
Should smite, or '^ Ad leones I " scream once more. 
Or Latimer's bold candle lance the dark. 
Would not new apologias thrill the world 7 
Would not new martyrs save a clotted age. 
Which peers and poses, but whose sluggard will 
Dares not decree the thing it knows it ought? 
From the far blue a deep Eye searcheth down,— 
Blazes the stark, apocalyptic word,— 

*' I WOULD THAT THOU WEBT EFTHEB COLD OB HOT : 

Because thou neftheb abt, I spue thee out I " 1908. 
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HEIMBECHT 

HER children's happy theme, 
Under the floodmg noon, 
Or the enchantmg Moon, 
High o'er the fluted lands 
And ribboned stream, 
Otir venerable Homestead stands. 
While vehement drums of Winter beat, 
Or May flirts by with dancing feet, 
Foursquare it fronts the dawns. 
The walls where ivy climbs. 
The shadowed lawns, 
The recollections, hopes. 
The bell that chimes 
Down the long slopes. 
The full, appealing life. 
The dafiAiing mirth, the strife 
Of mind and hand,— 
These the wide band 
Of years holds fast. The flfe 
Of Time may call our feet 
Away : but our hearts stay 
In the keen yesterday. 
Still to complete 
The old love in the new. 
As Joshua's solstice shioed. 
Light for their task they find. 
Nothing shall e'er defeat 
Our fealty, thy due, 
Unrivalled Mother, beautiful and true I 190s. 
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AT LAST 

THAT host no man can number, 
From eveiy time and zone. 
The concourse of the blessdd 
Throngs up to God's bright throne. 
Their King's shout is among them, 
Their banners home they bring, 
Their joy is everlasting, 
Immanuel they sing. 

Redeemed in peace from battle, 
The Day-Star is their light ; 
These are the sons of morning 
Who fought their Captain's fight. 
Heirs of so great salvation. 
The angels lead them in ; 
Children of consolation. 
No more night, grief, nor sin I 

Oh, rapture none can measure I 
Oh, glad, delightsome land I 
God's own peculiar treasure. 
The people of His hand I 
Thou Leader of the faithful. 
With psalm and diadem 
Give us their tears of triumph 
And number us with them. 1908. 



NOVA CALEDONLL UBIQUE 

THEY'VE thrust their way where Ocean brools 
The Earth around, and everywhere 
These Highlanders have gripped the tools 
That bide for them who think and dare. 

Whilever dogged grit could go 
These Gaelfolk have bickered thro, 
Dight in the plaids that ever show 
The feal clans of the derring-do. 
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They've wrought the ships that yeast the seas 
And give the benmost bore their keel ; 
Forbye they've manned their engineries, 
Full weU akin to stubborn steel. 

Their skirling bagpipes swinge the van. 
Their bodeflres light the void. They've made 
The law. They've gone with flaming ban 
And where they've gone anent they've stayed. 

Here's to the brawn that fettles thrift, 
The wits that fend and pioneer, 
The hearts that thro the wild spindrift 
Greet every future with a cheer I 

Here's to the oatmeal and the Book, 
Here's to the earl and chiel who stand 
For real gear and forward look 
And meet old Clootie hand to hand. 

St. Andrew's cross be still unfurled ; 
Its tartaned breed still trample forth 
To will and weld and wield the world 
From out the great sides of the North 1 

Cannie and cantie, gleg and braw. 
Knitted in muscle and in brow, 
The spikes they drive will never draw, 
Their wrists will never quit the plow. 

Dp for the Scot I for aye and aye ;— 
He is the covenanted man. 
He tweels the twist that twines the day 
And bands the years. Match him who can I 

So we who love our Lanark name 
And to our Hamilton are true 
Lift our blue bonnets to his fame 
And, Andrew Cabneoie,— to you ! 1909. 



IN THREE MOODS 
Luna Maligna, Digna, Benigna 

DISMAL and dumb, thou warden of the night, 
Treading thy stealthy vigil overhead. 
Rifted and seared by fires for ages dead 
And of a dying world the satellite I 
What evil, ghastly, hauntmg, maddening, white,— 
Terror of unimaginable cold,— 
Doth thy frore scalps and ragged clefts enfold, 
Thou stalking ghost, thou satire of the bright 
And unbleared Sun, thou wan and wizened corpse I 
Morose and mocking is thy borrowed smile, 
Cruel thy half-ray,— hopes decadency I 
Thou glitterest on cities and on thorpeS; 
To fool stark midnight with thy stare awhile ;— 
Only eclipse relieves thy parody 1 

SINCE thought of Man first sought the solemn skies, 
Searching tiieir hieroglyphic mysteiy. 
Swimming the sheer depths of infinity, 
Thy varying beauty challenges his eyes. 
Thou lantern of the lonely centuries. 
No wonder hath been which thou didst not see ; 
Eden was thine and strange Gethsemane,— 
Daughter of Light, how old thou art and wise I 
Lover and mystic, sage and happy child 
Each his own fantasy traces in thy face. 
Interpreting thy silence his own way. 
Night unto night, unwearying, unbeguiled 
Thou tellest knowledge, until Time and Place,— 
Phantasmagorial shadows,— end in Day. 
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THOU poem of inexorable Law, 
Order with Beauty wedded there as heie^ 
Gloiy to Love enkindled, Wisdom, Fear,— 
All these and more are thine. Our spirits draw 
Up to thy parable with secret awe,— 
Vision of the Invisible, that One 
Who lit thee at the torches of the Sun, 
Who all the phases of thy path foresaw. 
This little Earth and thou its lesser light,— 
Two glowing sparks amid the sea of stars, 
I, so infinitesimal and brief I 
Yet dost thou shine, yet do I read aright 
That neither great nor small my soul debars 
From Him who walks that sea to my relief. 1909. 



RETURN 

THERE'S a lamp in the window, a welcoming star, 
The Summer is flowing, the door is ajar; 
She stands by the hearth-stone, her eyes full of joy, 
Still listening the footfall of each homebound boy. 
O Mother, our heartsease, we run to thy place, 
Our arms are about thee, our kiss on thy lace ; 
Long, long was our absence : but June comes at last. 
Our bourne is thy bosom, hold us to thee fast I 

Thy smiles are as gentle, thy trust is as clear, 
Thy whisper as tender, as in that old year, 
When on this dear threshold, beneath these same skies, 
Life's road all before us, we choked with Goodbyes. 
O Mother, all patient, their words ne'er can tell 
What thy time-worn sons yet remember so well. 
Ring bells I FiU with music's brave sunshine the air ; 
With lovelight our lady forever is fair. lOio. 
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SAPPHO 

WHEN Sappho sang, the Lesbian sea 
Laughed back enchanted harmony. 
The flowers and stars dilated then. 
The palpitating Nine were ten. 
Fair Aphrodite I None for me 
Like thine uEolian ecstacy,— 
Thine arms upstretched appealingly ; 
Oh, for that lyre which rang again, 
When Sappho sang I 
Lost Pleiad I Nightingale nor bee 
May lisp the half they learned from thee. 

It shook the longing souls of men 
With passion, pain and melody. 
When Sappho sang. 

When Sappho sang, then was the spring 
And flush of Music's blossoming. 
The pulsing waters called and heard 
Her wistful alto's answering third. 
Wild-honey and life's fervid sting 
Upon her lips, the panting string. 
The quivering beauty, each pure thing 
Of womanhood auroral stirred, — 
When Sappho sang. 
^ Men win remember me,' — each sherd 
A rainbow's shadow. That lone bird 
iEgean shall not ' drop its wing.^ 
^Eve will dawn^a scattered violets brings' — 
Oarland as then that lustrous word 
When Sappho sang. igO 
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TO NEUMABCK'S CHORALE 

WHEN melt the seals of revelation, 
When Time is told and Earth is done, 
When Truth shall show her consummation, 
An angel standinf; in the Sun, 
When those last burning trumpets sound. 
Then shaU the lost light all be found I 

Bleak was the day and blear the night-time 
Of bondage and of wincing fear: 
But He will come Who in that right time 
Himself each bitter doubt will clear. 
The skies will part before His rod 
For all the Israel of God. 

Then with that breath of seven thunders 
The former things shaU pass away. 
While aU that interrupts and plunders 
Sweet Life shall into coals decay ; 
Hear, God, our nethermost appeals 
And ui^ Thy blazing chariot wheels I 

Let lambent stars and golden lightnings, 
That run less swiftly than Thy word. 
Prelude the sudden Eastern brightenings 
And then Thy voice of Life be heard. 
The Spirit and the Bride to Thee 
Ciy,— iSo, Messiah J let it be I 

Touch with Thy power Man's long delirium^ 
Bid in that dawn which bides no more, 
Boll fuU the immeasured song of Miriam 
Anew upon that further shore. 
Deep, deep, let disobedience Jbll 
And Love alone be all in all I 1910 
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SOOTHFAST 

DREE thine own weird I Let no nncouth detraction 
Bend from its oonrse thy keel. That which thou art 
Be brave to be. Create thy stubborn part. 
Tread thine own track. All who in word and action 
Broke to the brunt went smgle-flle. No fraction 
Of brain or bone can drive the matter thro. 
Whole man, not half-man, string thine every thew 
To the last limit I Be the satisfaction ; 
That thy sole task which none could test or share 
Was wrought with fibred will that did not flinch, 
Nor reck the price, nor shrink from any odds, 
Nor one vicarious blood-bubble spare. 
Drawing its arrow to the utter inch,— 
So smiled and passed and knew its secret Ck)d's. leio. 

METANOIA 

WILL-WORSHIP have I brought,- 
Have arrogantly wrought ; 
A fool 
Seeks Thy footstool. 

Incorrigible, I 
Thy patience sorely tiy :— 
Spare, Ood, 
Thine Ichabod I 

Lest I be castaway 
For that sour yesterday. 
Thy flame 
Cauter my shame 1 

My face bums with Thy stroke. 
My bow by Thee is broke; 
Whatscath 
Forthsets Thy wrath I 
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Stronger than I shall win ; 
That whole armor wherein 
Trast stayed 
Is from me flayed. 

Aforetime all self-sure, 
Now desperately poor, 
At length 
I bide Thy strength. 

I will not tread alone, 
By rashness overthrown. 
So bold 
And uncontrolled. 

Ere my late Sun shall drop, 
Speed, lest I slack or stop. 
Me, who 
One thing would do. 

So it indeed is He 
Foredeeming tlius with me. 
Austere ;— 
Unhand me. Fear I 

Thou frustrate enemy. 
Hereafter let me be; 
There's Onb,— 
We^re two /— Begone ! 

At those feet would I sit, 
Amended every whit, 
Beclad 
Inwise and glad. 

In His companionship 
Can be no fatal slip; 
Up, soul. 
Bend to thy goall itio. 
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JULY FOURTH 

RIMMED by thy Oulf and Lakes and either Sea, 
Shaped and reserved by one Almighty Hand, 
Hail, my America I thou people's land, 
Whose awful name is Opportunity. 

Wondrous thy stoiy and thy heritage. 
Thy strife that has been and that is to be, 
To learn where Law locks fast with Liberty, 
For final Man-right thy long war to wage. 

What ill-bom shapes of furtive malice lour 
Above thy beautiful and bannered stars, 
To foul and shred those white and crimson bars. 
To steal thy strength and bring the baleful hour I 

Upon thy vast experiment doth rest 
W hat psissioned hopes, what sharp and seismic fear I 
Bemember whence and whereto thou art here,— 
Heed the whole human, piteous, behest. 

Deny Him not who heals thee I Speak, aflame,. 
FuU Freedom's challenge to a sobbing world. 
Spare not I To every wind of Time imf urled 
Set up thy guidons in thy God's great name I 

Let all thy hills be joyful I Each fair vale 
Bloom with Love's equity I Thy coronet 
Be with Truth's everlasting rainbow set I 
Follow to find the Light that shall not fail I 



1910. 



KEEPSAKE 

A DEAR old book 
Whereon I look ; 
Love treasured it ! 
I am not fit 
Hereat to sit. 
Not always thus 
Deciduous : 
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But when bright new 

Not half so true, 

As now that they 

Have gone away 

Who its page turned 

And deeply learned. 

Iputitdown; 

For mine eyes drown ; 

I miss them so, 

Who long ago 

Read, here and here, 

Where fell a tear 

In the twilight,— 

Alack I Goodnight I 1011, 



PABTURIENCY 

A MIGHTY yeast is weltering in the world, 
Convulsive queMionings run to and fro, 
A vast expectancy begins to grow, 
Time is in travail I Fuller tides are hurled 
On louder shores and angrier waves are curled 
To tear new channels for the weal of Man,— 
To end his long and acrid Ramadan, 
While the black flags of yesterday are furled. 
Only the Moondawn yet : but Sunrise comes ; 
Gk>d moves among the peoples and the shout 
Of the one kindly King uprises strong ; 
It shall fordo the sword-clash and the drums ; 
So while the haggard nations face about. 
The startled years shall hear the seraph songt 

1911. 
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DIES LUCIS 

LUX »teniat Bex sapremus 
Instati nondnm quem spectemuiB^ 
Olim quem sed adoremua. 

Nox avema mundi tannsit, 
Morte vita forsitan sit; 
Mens pexdurans oonscia maosit* 

Insubstantia sabjecta, 
Immortalitas inyecta, 
Vis Altissimi perfecta. 

Unda fremens est quieta 
Dmbra quassaque deleta, 
Spes flddium completa. 

Dominos solqiie erit aagis* 
Felix libertate legis 
Folget visio glorias Begis* 

Brama hodie et amara, 
Cras transoendens aBstas dara 
Quam dulcescat patria cara. 

Infra nunc fraos, nequam, stupra ; 
Fas, jus, caritas, tunc supra ; 
Desunt acriora nupera. 

Quisque noscit quondam notus. 
Donee nil requinmt, totus 
Coram Larte stet deyotus. 

Tot dolores valde puiget, 
Cunetas lacrimas absteiget. 
Ad vitalem fontem uiget. 

Yelut aliqando stantes 
Proelio, mane hoc sperantes, 
Stant cohortes jubHantes. 



Candidati pabnas feront, 
Flores amaranti senint, 
Frontes veris frondes genrnt. 

Lso 6TIBPB JuDA ! —tandem 
Yertici vox dat eandem 
Vivax laudis nndam grandenu 

Altiore replicantar 
Angelique audiantur. 
Pulsantes Hosanx^ dantur, 

Tubad citharisque sonant 
Adamante ut moenia tonant, 
Instar Dei cum ooronant. 

Liberator, Bex dierum, 
Jubar nocte, Fultor reram, 
Expandet subtemen yeram. 

Nubibus si vesper facet, 
Fons et Finis Die lucet, 
Qui victoria captos ducet. 

Impar sic Te manifesto ; 
Sta ita ambo, me non digesto, 
In vicem perpetua esto t 

Juxta gloriosa dies, 
Arx secura, ilia quies ; 
Ipse complet tunc velamen, 
Fiat omen, flat Amen. 

Pande ci vitatem lucis 
Et sBnigmata ista Crucis I UlL 
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CENTENNUL 

NUBES cum Aurora purget 
Margaritis nitet ros ; 
C!oronata januae insurget 
Jam Matrona, doB et flos, 
Gloria Matris, introibitt 
Amios centum moenia stant 
Undique unda respondebit, 
Jubili dum laudes dant. 

Vibret vox turrita I Adivit I 
Prodeunt vexilla 1 Dux 
Ac vivorum nutrix vivit ! 
Apte " Veritas bt Lux "I 
Sursum claustra I nunc concordia, 
Pffian, lautia, gaudia, spes I 
Mementote bis primordia 
Usque ad artes aut ad res. 

Aye Mater I Irisfundit, 
Eccam qu& splendescit mons, 
Aoclamata dies tundit, 
Ginxit astra tua irons. 
AstasignumI regnavisti 
Semper ac sis bonitas I 
Quot examen exegisti 
Tot colemus. Flobeas I 1912 



AS WE GO 

WHEN the Cavalry rides 
Thro the far-bending plain, 
When the squadron 's adroop,-- 
A dust blot, 

While wind drones and sand grides, 
Hark I the trumpet again 
Bouses each tired troop,— 
" Blow the trot r 
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There is motion, sit tight I 
In all hearts is a shout, 
While the crisp leather swings,— 
Miles forgot. 

So the column sweeps— *iJI(gi* 7 
So the guidons snap out, 
Every bright scabbard rmgs,- 
'' Blow the trot r 

There'll be woodland and stream, 
The wild grasses' broad lawn 
And * Dismount ^;so we fare 
To the spot. 

From the dew and the dream, 
In the thrill of the dawn. 
Knee to knee, on we bear;— 
''Blow the trot r 

The keen stars overhead 
Fill the clear Eirkland sky. 
The old hand-clasps are warm,— 
The pipes hot. 
The embers bum red 
And the day-dusk is nigh ; 
Be the mom shine or storm, 
'' Blow the trot r 

''Boots and saddles!" blithe sirs, 
Man by man to his place; 
So we ride down the years. 
Tietheknott 
We are gallants of hers,— 
That good mother, whose grace 
Has our tears and our cheers ; 
" Blow the trot r 19U. 
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TOUCH 

HE is not * here ' alone, not * there \ 
Who always is and everywhere, 
In Earth and sea and luminous air. 
Aboye, beneath, about, within 
Is God. There's nothing can b^gin 
Or move or be, or e'er has been, 
Or e'er will come and He outside. 
Sunset and morning, storm and tide. 
Enrobe His presence. All abide 
His will Who is the soul of all. 
The cyclone's shock, the sparrow's fall. 
The orphan's tear, the nation's call. 
He knows and feels. His life is light 
Of worlds that march the fields of night 
And of the eye where love is bright. 
The heart of man His heart b^gat, 
Man's thought— He enters in thereat. 
By every cradle-side He sat. 
Swathing the new-bom in His grace. 
Its birthright portion His embrace. 
Altho we have not seen His face. 
We speak. He hears. He prompts the cry 
Which cuddles toward Him ; He is nigh. 
Because Most Lowly the Most High. 
Whenso forlorn, in naked fear. 
The doubt saith ^^NowbereP^ take good cheer; 
For the child-spirit spells : ^^ Now^ berel ^* 1012. 



PARADOX 

HIOH-PRIEST of Life, dread Lonlof Pam,- 
A shameful Gross Thy token t 
So doth Thy grief our ransom gain,— 
That scandal joy hath spoken. 
There, deep to deep, hope answereth 
Dismay, gives back the lie to death, 
Upbands a world heart-broken. 
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Oh, cmel, black, appalling day, 
To rae Thee and despise Theel 
Forgiveness lights Thy royal way, 
While rigid hate denies Thee. 
Stem love and lordly agony 
Beerown that good and evil tree, 
Where my sin craciiies Thee I 

Inhuman, fell, triumphant hour,— 
Time's brand and vindication I 
Sheer sunburst of the Godhead's power 
O'er guilt and desolation. 
By Calvary's awful cost and thrift, 
All longing souls to Thee uplift, 
Oieat OEiptain of Salvation I lOlS. 



DAWN 

AFTEB tempest, tumult, sorrow, 
Skies with doubtings overcast, 
Breaks a raptured, boundless, morrow 
Of all souls who hold Thee fEusrt. 
Then Thy wisdom shall unfold 
That whose half was never told. 

Mid the rolling judgment-thunder, 
When those gold^ trumpets sound, 
Mortal shadows rent asunder. 
Hid in Christ may we be found. 
Then shall light celestial fall, 
God alone be All in AU. 

By Thy poignant cross and passion, 
Gather us, good Lord, with Thee. 
These dull forms of sense refoshion, 
In Thy likeness aye to be. 
Past Thy great eifectual door. 
Time and sin shall be no more. iiku. 
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PETITION 

I HAVE forsaken Thee : do not forsake. 
I have foiigotten Thee : do not foi^t. 
Wandering, wondering, pity me yet, 
For Thyself claim the life Thy life did make. 

Bound in this mystery, tossed far Sisea, 
After all waywardness, wilfulness, wrack, 
Merciful Miracle I lo, I come back I 
My straggling, struggling, heart closes with Thee. 

What baubles have I sought. Thou Pearl Unpriced I 
How have I lost the gem Thou gav'st to keep I 
Sorriest truant of all Thy lost sheep. 
Hold me ; I sink, I fall I Seize me, dear Christ I 

Forsworn, fordone, let Thine eyes find my soul I 
Love overwhelming, rebuke and restore, 
Oraciously hold me to fail Thee no more, 
Let my life answer Thee, every whit whole. 

Thro Time's bleak wilderness. Thy staff and rod 
Shepherd humanily unto Thy fold. 
Wonderful Day star I Thy light as of old 
Make Thy way manifest. Sunrise of God I 1912. 



THE TRUE CATHEDRAL 

THE anthem, builded note upon note. 
Rolls thro the traceried vault, to fail 
In the haunting dusk. The vesper wail 
And the swaying censer mist upfloat 
Where iris window-rays slant dim 
Across pilastered shadows, spent 
At the transept's age-grey monument 
And the altar's thom-thrust brow of Him I 
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Without, the stridulous clangor and fray, 
The svLTfi^ of men and their hoarse uproar : 
But here are the litanies evermore 
That check the bold importunate day. 
The long gone time and the years to be 
Befute the moment, its lusts immure :— 
Oh, for the life that will aye endure,— 
The bright white light of eternity I 

The silence aches in these walls of stone. 
The tread of antique processionals 
In smothering weight upon me falls. 
To the beat of the centuries' organ-tone. 
Vast congregations of the dead 
Chant like the rote of a far-off sea : 
Oh, for the sides of the Galilee,— 
The outdoor word the Deliverer said I 1913. 



ACCIDENT 

ACBASH of light, a fluttering of wings, 
A warm peculiar fragrance, wafture blown 
From sedges where tmending tides intone 
At the world's walls, a rush of whisperings, 
Earnests of incommunicable things, 
Yoidance, invisibility,— alone! 
Then, failit-retuming, voices long well-known, 
While so the pilgrim to the old love clings. 
Strange is the hem of life, the sill of sleep, 
The edge from this to that, from that to this, 
Untried crepuscular space and wheeling tense, 
But One unslumbering will my fingers keep, 
( Wheree'er and whatsoe'er) fast locked in His, 
Whose presence centres all circumference I 1913. 
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DACTYL AND DEED 

TREAD of embattled armies, iterant rote of the ocean. 
Moves the metre heroic,^ vital, inperious, vibrant, — 
Now with the flngerling dactyl, now with blunt thumb 
spondee. 
One deep breath of a man, primitive, epical, ardent. 
Smitten the quivering harp, echoes JSolian answer. 
Subterranean whispers, waves of exuberant laughter. 
Voice of the trumpet, shout of the onset, Joy of the victor. 
Let it again show the radiant way to the home of the morning I 
Ages have brought to the birth and Time is in terrible labor, 
Childlng, the knees of the world are drawn in ultimate anguish. 
Romp of the sea to the land I Mountains aflaming with beacons. 
Vast expectation is rife while prophet to prophet replieth. 
Man's insurgent hope is awake and alert and preparing. 
Bells are unshackled aloft. The voice of the Answer is ready. 

Break out the flag of the day I With their unisoned, deep intonation. 
Stars are singing the wonder ablaze in the wide empyrean I 
Up, for the cause of the King, as He comes to His own with His angels I 
Shake, thou Earth, with the swing of His legions! Jehovah Sabaoth I 
Marching with uttermost might to the full restitution of all things. 
Loosing the prison of faith and proclaiming the end of oppression. 
Baffling the intricate lies that have smothered the truth in unreason. 
Let the acceptable year of the Lord reinterpret Creation ! 
Whirlwinds of wrath for wanton wrongs which afflicted the peoples. 
Heavenly anthems again to the Merciful One in the highest, 
Antiphoned peace and good will in the homes and the hearts of the 

kindly, 
Childhood delivered from shadows, the maid from the snare of the 

fowler. 
Come, Thou Messiah, again renewing Th^*^ wonders of pity ; 
Flowers shall dance at Thy feet and bright doves flutter before Thee ! 
All of the sons of God shout for the rapture of being, — 
Being that hath its fulfilment in Him who is mighty to ransom. 
Rapture that finds how the honey is hid in the Lion of Judah I 
Lift up your heads, ye gates ! Be lifted, ye doors everlasting I 
Cometiii the Lord of Lords, cometh the King in His beauty, 
Cometh the Dayspring of light, the tomorrow that never decllneth. 
So, with great fear, great faith, great love. Amen. Amen. 

1918. 
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JUNE SONG 

BROAD skies of hope are glowing, 
Full tides of love are flowing, 
Time's bugles merrily blowing,— 
Blithe, Hesperidian days I 
Dark rain-clouds torn before us, 
An Iris light bends o'er us ; 
Our bright Minerva's chorus 
Break out in manful praise I 

Her dwelling hills upshoulder, 
Green-broidered robes enfold her, 
Great memoried years are told her, 
Whose lustrous fame is one. 
Proud bells aloft are sounding 
Far peals of joy abounding ; 
Our Queen of Hearts surrounding. 
Come, every Mother's son I 

Twain jubflees she weareth. 
All challenge ever dareth ; 
Right onward as she fareth. 
Our DeboraJi lifts her song. 
Let favoring stars attend her, 
A gallant brood God send her, 
Who contra mundum fend her 
Fiom every envious wrong. 1913. 

INSOMNIA 

SERE brown beneath the August flame, 
The eariier blooms are downward bent. 
Their favor gone, they hide for shame 
In wan dishevelment. 

Toward the lone west an old Moon dies. 
Wrapped in dull gauze. The violin 
Of bird song dumb. Thick the dust lies. 
An ocean fog rolls in. 
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Gtoblins and wivems toll the night. 
Mj whuns are back and forward tossed. 
Memory hands me. With no light, 
I g^pe for something lost. 

Tho coming wearily, let mom, 
When haunts walk not nor eyes intrude 
That should be shut, make less forlorn 
This clamorous solitude. 

May token of release be mine 
From disan*ay and bleak unrest? 
There sways the fragile, desolate, sign,— 
An oriole's emply nest. 

Good dayfare, world { Forgotten sherd, 
I greet you. Grant some little room, 
Until my tale is told and blurred 
My litany of gloom. 1913. 

QUERY 

MERRY maid suddenly frowning, tell why 
All in a minute you push me away,— 
Fierce little faiiy? 
Call back the sunshine that laughed in your eye. 
Turn to me, make it a beautiful day, — 
Marry me, Mary 1 

Tell me the story I'm aching to hear ; 
Life is for loving and loving for life ; 
Be not so chary. 

Answer, mavoumeen, then year upon year 
We'll be true fellows, I lad and you wife,— 
Many me, Mary 1 

Troth will I keep with you, sweetheart, for sure, 
Gently and loverly, until I die 
Never will vary, 

Do for you, be for you. you demure 
Darling you t whisper it, touch me, don't ciy,— 
Marry me, Mary I lOia. 
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SMELTING OF THE GUNS 

ONCE thundering doom, now shall they chime of peace. 
They vomited the dissonant bolts of war : 
But henceforth music sways them evermorey 
While joy's harmonics far aloft increase. 
Bugles ethereal bid the battle ceaise. 
The hate flames quench. Bef orged, the biting sword 
Curves to a sickle. Harvests of the Lord 
Kiss the lief summer. Time hath great release 1 
Into God's furnace fling these bawds of death. 
Save them by fire, bum out their raucous throats. 
Shape them anew, make their lips eloquent 
In the high campanile, with a breath 
Of braver days, let palpitating notes 
Flood forth the tones of angel wonderment. 

Bell for the windrows of the deathless dead. 
Whose ligeance lifted man erect and glad, 
Who in the sultry war-murk all they had 
Spent hard. Up ramps of aeure where they led 
We strive. Peal for those votive lives that sped 
Into the dawn I But now an end of fears,— 
Tidal humanily^ greeting larger years 
With hope-lit eyes and bared, exalted, head. 
Tell out the hearts and homes of happier men I 
Artillery of love, storm all the skies I 
Not booming dirges :— carillons I The Kmo, 
The only King, comes I Wake the welkin then I 
While your full battery in action cries. 
Salute the Prince OF Peace I Ring I RingI Ring I Ringl 

1914. 
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THE GULF 

PIERCES the noon a strident bugle call. 
The hot haze shunmers on the adobe wall. 
Yonder shuffles the firing squad. 
The sand cries out to Gk>dl 

Bare-browed, erect, scowlmg, with pinioned hands, 
Another prisoner of battle stands. 
Flash of a sword, six rifles one,— 
The hideous murder done I 

bloody teocalli,— Mexico 1 
Still ghastly Aztec sacrifices flow, 
Again, 'mid impious mummeries, 
Thy shame Christ crucifles 1 

And we can maunder, chatter, trade and sleep. 
While these gorillas grapple, while there creep 
The widening streams of fratricide,— 
A steaming, curdling, tide I 

Crouching in brutal dread beneath the sword 
Hair-hung, those mongrels, of the world abhorred. 
It yet shall search their vampire guilt. 
Clear to its horrid hilt 1 

Not war, but anarchy, with scorching lust. 
Bursts thro that sulphurous volcanic crust. 
In its infernal overflow 
All to red ruin go I 

Ood I what a stench of death, what glare of Hell 
What Moloch revels I Let the great Gulf swell 
And high as Orizaba stand. 
To wash that putrid land I 

Is there no morrow ? Is there no reply ? 
Must all those millions fester? Ood on high. 
Open some unexpected way 
And bring another day. If 14. 
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HAPPY DAYS 

YE gallant men, sound once again 
Our oldtime watchword fuU and strong,- 
God save the Queen I The one we mean 
Commands our hearts and builds our song. 
Happy days 1 College days 1— 
Shine still the good love-lighted ways. 
Just as of old the beacons blaze, 
The bells of memory ring her praise, 
At her door stands once more 
The welcoming Mother as of yore. 

A pledge for them whose diadem 
Is won, for those who yet shall be 
Our comrades true, for you and you. 
For all our far-spread family I 
Happy days I College days I 
Let one great voice our hope upraise. 
While this high hilltop fast upstays 
And still the prayer of Eirkland prays, 
Band by band, round her stand 
And kiss the Mother's veinM hand. lou. 



LA MARSEILLAISE 
Rooet de Lisle, 1792 

ARISE, ye children of the fatherland I 
The day of glory comes at last 1 
Now tyranny her hateful standard 
Against us flings upon the blast,— 
Flings on the foteful blast. 
Do ye not hear in all those regions 
How their ferocious l^ons roar? 
Advancing, at our very door 
They would our sons and wives to slaughter! 
To ABM8, GiTizBNS ! Your firm battalions form I 
MarcboDsL Marebonal 
Your furrowed land their evil blood shall warm. 
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Behold je not that horde of bondmen. 
Of traitors, royalties forsworn ? 
For whom, long time, ignoble fetters 
And irons are prepared in scorn,— 
The irons prepared in scorn I 
Ah, men of France, for us what outrage I 
What angers should those deeds excite I 
For us thej dare I Thej think to smite 
And render us to ancient slavery I 

To ABMS I 

What I This array of alien cohorts 
Would on our hearth-stones write our doom I 
What I Shall that mercenary phalanx 
Our warriors proud in dust entomb,- 
Our warriors proud entomb ! 
Oreat OoD I By these fell hands enchaindd. 
Shall foreheads to the yoke bend low ? 
Nay, these vile despots overthrow. 
Who now our destinies would master I 

To ARMS I 

Perfidious tyrants, ye shall tremble ; 
The shame of all your parties, ye I 
Yea, tremble I Your plots parricidal 
At la49t their dread reward shall see I — 
Their dread reward shall see I 
All men are soldiers now to fight you. 
Our hero youths fall neath the dew : 
But France begirds herself anew, 
Each man in battle shall withstand you I 

To ARMSl 

Thou dost, France, in generous warfare, 
Thrust or restrain thy lance well-set. 
Ye spare those victims of misfortune 
Who arm against us with regret,— 
Against us with regret : 
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But those oppressors in their blood-thirst, 
Accomplices of foul Bouilld, 
Those tigers who unpitying slaj, 
Would claw the bosom of their mothers ! 

To ABMS I 

O solemn love of our dear homeland. 
Guide and upstaj our vengeful might t 
O LiBEBTT, thou ever-cherished, 
With all thy true defenders tight,— 
With thy defenders fightl 
Let Victory hsisten to thy banners, 
Thy sturdy accents power attend. 
That foemen in their mortal end 
Behold thy triumph and our glorying! 

To ABMS I 

So entering upoti the war-course. 
When fathers are ho longer there, 
We shall discern their holy ashes. 
That path their valor did prepare,— 
Their valor did prepare. 
Much less desire we to survive them 
Than lie in honor by their side ; 
Be ours the all-transcending pride, 
Them to avenge or them to follow I 

To ABMS I 1914. 

JUNE PROCESSIONAL 

UI sempitema es lux et pax, benigne 
Nunc gratioso nobis faveas igne, 
Prospera mentes ut respondent digne ; 
Adsit felicitas ! 

Profunde delectationis flumen, 
Animis dona radiosum lumen. 
Sic veni, quem invocamus rite numen ; 
Jubar adesto I 1914. 
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GROSS MACHT RDSTDNG 1ST 

GRIM Mars I thou hast r^gamed a baleful world, — 
Scorched, lacerated, starving. All is well I 
Hold your drear carnival, ye lords of Hell I 
That bannered Cross ye hate at last is furled. 
The ' Prince of Pesice ' now little prated. Hurled 
Down are the stars of morning. Fire gives light 
From the red grates. With war-toreh, pride and might 
Stagger their fell way thro the smoke upcurled. 
Christ is abolished I Snarling rats, these fools 
Bite, weltering in the life-bane. Ohoulish moons 
Watch them sprawl livid. Frost and battle-blur 
Shroud their gaunt feud. Over the crimson pools 
Swarm others. Clash the dire steels in monsoons 
Of wrath. The holiday of Lucifer I 1914. 



THE FIGURED LORD 

MID the stem grandeur of the Andes, where 
The great teeth of the world, four miles in air, 
Divide a continent, that bronze Christ stands, 
The pledge of amity those Austral lands 
Set in high benediction, whose each palm 
Commands one solemn, all-pervading calm. 

Appalling masses thrust into the blue, 
The mountain host which Aconcagua, thro 
Earth's restless generations, marshals, speak 
His one immutability. Who meek 
And mighty dureth. Ages wa^ste away : 
But ^^Mine own peace"! those outspread flngere say. 

While oceans heave, while dawn the beaconing Suns, 
Swaged into blessing, those transfigured guns 
Token His will that eretwhile hate no more, 
Fouling His love, shall wade the waves of war. 
Pencils of glory stream o'er oldtime loss 
Nightly from Centaur and the Southern Cross : 
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Yet far beyond these torches of the skies, 
The slots of light lead to those searching Eyes 
That watch the clamant strifes of wildered souls, 
Who naysay still that plan which Hope unrolls,— 
That map of joy where f oecrafts cease to be, 
Past the white headlands of eternity. 1914. 

TIME AND TUNE 

WAKEN, man of the eye to see. 
Of the eloquent heart and the tongue to say I 
Who shall stir all souls whatever they be , 
To hew thro the tangles of Time a way. 

Where is he, shall set the throbbing song 
Of an age hate-clarifled, voicing hope, 
PaUid with prisoning,— God, how long!— 
Of life that shall find its upmost scope? 

Whence shall he enter and where begin, 
Who the millions, astir in their broken sleep, 
Shall show bright morning pouring in 
And the noon's broad banners that laugh and leap ? 

Fog-held, mankind hath sown with tears, 
Beaped with the sickle of bitter wars ; 
Then, Oh, for the light-enamelled years, 
For t^e canopied blue and the lucent stars 1 

Not by the delicate-sculptured word : 
But love all-daring and besoming deed, 
Let the Marseillaise of our Ood be heard, 
While the answering peoples march in heed. 

Thro the latticed centuries glows a Face, 
O'er the sobbing echoes of Earthy a Voice, 
Shining and sounding, shall win apace 
And Humanity's long Amen rejoice I 

Waiting and wondering, wistful, worn. 
Wake your music, singer and seer I 
Breath of the great iEoIian mom,— 
Victim and Victor of Time,— draw near ! 1914* 
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RHEIMS 

GREAT tabernacle I those profaning scars 
Wear till Time ends, howso marauding hosts^ 
Truculent, arrogant, with gangrel boasts. 
Wreaked enviously the utmost sacril^e of war's 
Mordant hell-flame, blasting thy gates and bars. 
Fairest cathedral of insulted France, 
Thy centuried beauty and thy scath, Bheims^ 
Uplift in stately anger to the starsi 
Heed in your courses that great protest, ye I 
Proud ruin, voice your ominous appeal 1 
Speak, age-hewn saints I Indict those brute ' Ahas 'I 
The thirteenth to the twentieth cycle be 
Faith's challenge 1 While they yet the boiling steel. 
Give Prussian scorn thy deep anathemas I 

But what thy cliffs of architecture 7 What 
Those pinnacled devices,— fond, sublime. 
Embodied aspiration 7 What hath Time 
To match with irony sad Heaven forgot 
In desecrations which Msm^a form do blot 
In the infernal broken battle I Stark 
Flung in long chamels,— what wild waHshallmark 
Sack glory gone and grace returning not 7 
Slain Abel crieth Cain. The bloodshot ground 
Bemoans those shattered images of God. 
Humanity fordone intreats the sky. 
That fane, with ruthless devastation crowned, 
Is but drear efymbol of Man overslaughed,— 
Diviner temples in worse ruins lie I 1915. 
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CLEMENCY 

SPARE, Ood, those two great fingers of Cologne, 
That still point smitten spirits to the skies I 
Let not the approaching thrast of the Allies 
Be wreaked upon thon mediaeval stone,— 
That sublime minster not be overthrown. 
Afar cathedralled in Thy pitying Heaven, 
Thence lenity, not ill for ill, be given, 
That wrath's restraint may make Tby victory known. 
Such miracle of magnanimily 
Would lithograph convincing grace divine,— 
Legible token that hynms of hate shall ceajse. 
Chastened, emancipated Germany, 
When the West pours itself across the Rhine, 
Might share the white processional of peace. 1915. 



RELEASE 

WINTER has now surrendered. Tattered shreds 
Of the white flags lie draggled on the fleld 
Where hernorth winds waged war. In silver threads 
The bubbling brooks spin cockxingly. All cieled 
With lapis lazuli the dome. The bield 
Of warmth uplifts our jubilating heads. 1915. 



FINISHED 

THERE that holy wonder done. 
Wherein, God and man at one. 
Mutiny and mercy met, 
While those rocks with blood were wet. 
There the Blameless Life our need 
From eternal judgment freed. 
In that solitude of pain 
Hope and peace were bom again. 
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Thou unsparing Sacrifice I 
To that cross constrain our eyes, 
Where the great Lamb, altar-bound 
For our guilt, forgiveness found. 
Let our Amen, by that day. 
Meet Thine everlasting Yea I 
Sign us with that sign. Thy strife 
Write us in the book of life. 

Mediator, intercede 
For our souls I Remember I Heed 
In Thy pity I Suffering King, 
All Thine own to Calvary cling. 
Thy vicarious passion be 
Our song to eternity. 
Bend the dark. In splendor shine, 
Love immortal and divine I 1915. 



RESURGAM 

AS I live, ye shall live. Because 
I am, ye are. I know Mine own. 
Our fellowing shall find no pause 
When I have reassumed My throne. 

Where I am ye shall be. I go 
To make your mansions. Ye shall come, 
The mystery of life to know 
In Me, Who am its source and sum. 

Were it not so I would have told 
Your hearts to hope no more : but now 
Bid you trust Me ; for of My fold 
The promise gleams upon your brow. 

Mine since ye are and I all youre. 
Let love unsullied verify 
My Father's word. Who still erasures 
By Me His infinite Beply. 
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Toar truth I am, your wayfare Mine. 
Perpetually My grace shall deal 
With you. There bide. My help divine 
Your strife shall guide, your sorrows heal. 

With you, in you, to hold you faat, 
My Spirit evermore doth dwell, — 
Deeply your life. So, first and leust, 
Tliat present Power speedeth you well. 

To that great pledge. Eternal One, 
Our souls do cleave. Thy right and might 
Sustain us yet. Now is begun 
The glory of Thine endless light. 

We rest our case. Can be no death 
For Thee or Thine 1 No wild alarms 
Can contradict what that Word saith, 
Nor loose Love's everlasting arms. 1915. 



THE QUESTION 

WHAT were this wandering star, 
O Christ, if wide and far 
Were Thy full counsel done, 
Each human-kindly one 
Utter obedience 
Yielding Thee, one immense 
Consent meeting that will 
Which, in Thee, would fulfil 
All wistful hope,— man's strife 
Finding abundant life I 
Oh, broken family I 
Mad insularity I 
Wronging a Father's care, 
Down-plunging everywhere I 
It will be or will not; 
Earth shall amend— or rot! 1915. 
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COMMENCEMENT HYMN 

GOD of our liberty, 
Mountain and plain and sea 
Answer our cry to Thee, 
To Whom we cling 1 
Hearts, hands and lips unite. 
Owning Thy covenant right. 
To Thee one troth we plight, 
Thou Living Spring,— 
Thou only King I 

Our stany firmament. 
With belts of glory blent, 
Tells what Thy will hath meant,— 
God's oriflame I 
Thy grace that flag uphold, 
Whilea49 the years unrolled 
Print on each streaming fold 
Thy holy aim. 
By Whom it camel 

For ifao, on every shore, 
We lift our plea once more ; 
Open Thy world-wide door, 
Usher Thy day I 
Spare our bewildered kind, 
These coils of lust unwind, 
Stablish on Earth Thy mind,— 
Love's right of way I 
For this we pray. W15. 



COMMENCEMENT DAY 

DILECTISSIMJBnuncsaluteml Jubiletur pro tel 
Advenite, tunc audite clara verba hodie. 
lol Acclamantia nostra corda astant ; 
Diutuma est hora, via longa, jam demum laudant. 19I6. 
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THE PSALM OF HABAKKUK 

THE report of Thee, Lord, I have heard with deep fears; 
Oh, revive Thou Thy work in the midst of the years I 
Make it known and i^memberoompassion, while wrath. 
Thou Most Holy One, maketh the mountains Thy path. 
By His glory the Earth and the Heavens were spanned 
And the hidings of power were the rays from His hand. 
Fiery bolts and the pestilence went at His feet, 
As He stood forth the measures of Earth to complete. 
He beheld and SiSimder the nations he drave, 
While the crests of the hills everlasting He clave. 
As of old were His goings. The aliens He smote. 
All the curtains of Midian trembled at note 
Of His wrath on the rivers. His wrath on the sea, 
When He rode with His horses and chariots free. 
Thy bow was made bare; for the tribes had Thy pledge; 
So the outleaping rivers filled Earth to its edge* 
The mountains were skaken, ihe tempests moaned by, 
The deep groaned and lifted his hands up on high. 
The Sun and the Moon stood them still in their tent, 
At the flash of Thine arrows and spear 349 they went. 
Thou didst march thro the land in Thine anger, afresh 
Was Thine hot indignation the earthlings to thresh. 
For Thy people's salvation Thine onfall wa49 made,— 
For Thine only Anointed that wonderful aid. 
From the house of the wicked the head Thou didst smite 
And the root of his neck was laid bare in Thy sight. 
Thou didst pieroe with theirownstavestheheadof hishordes. 
Who came as a whirlwind to teeur me with swords. 
Their secret rejoicing to eat up the poor : 
But the suiges were trod Thy great help to assure. 
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I haard it and trembled with quivering lip, 

My bones shook lest I in that trouble should slip : 

But I rest while He cometh to scatter the groups 

Of them who invaded His people in troops. 

Tho the fig may not blossom, nor vine have her yield, 

Tho the olive tree fail and the grain of the field, 

Tho the fiock be cut off from the fold and no herd 

Be found in the stall : yet I trust in His word. 

I will joy in Jehovah, the Ood of my strength. 

Who maketh my feet to walk boldly at length 

On high places with Him I (Let the chief of the choir 

Sound my music to Ood with the harp and the lyre.) 1915. 



DB PROFUNDIS 

WORD went crashing across the world,— W&r t 
Old Norse cries on the night-drench hurled, Tbort 
Spastic temerity snatches steel. Might I 
Levin of Heaven answers to deal Bight ! 
Torrents of men to acid death's doom. 
Sinister havoc the voodoo breath's fume. 
Millions of graves the commeus of hate. Jarl, 
Yarlet and vandal, on Hecate wait, snarl 
For whomso want and shame crouch low. Wrack ! 
Altar and hearth in the ruin's zodiac. 
Curdling rivers the dragon's blood-bath fill. 
Darg-days the Devil's saturate math will. 
Stark strip tiie lust-pact, handle it out, stain 
Its mark, unworthy of knife or knout, Cain I 
We, from the belly of hell, God, cry j 
Let this banshee, this cruel war-bawd, die I 
Down, Eumenides I Bold in the East, soon 
Will the Sunbreak token,— this mad night ceased,— Adoii / 

1916. 
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AT ALL EVENTS 

SO God's command answer, my Land, 
Arrayed, America, heart now and hand I 
Colors outflung, every bell swung, 
For the great flag a free people gives tongue. 
Crimson and white banded in light. 
Planets enskied in blue,— banish the night! 

Since we must fight now for the right. 
Myriads march in their justified might. 
Each will a prayer, every blade bare,— 
Back with the foes who Columbia dare I 
Scourged in the blast, whelm them at last ; 
Sons of the sires, to the brunt and hold fast I 

Final resort, bold into court 
Leaps the Republic with turret and fort. 
Rouse, ye that sleep I For them that reap 
Sound the loud summons from deep unto deep I 
Let the bolts fall, let the guns call 
Fellowing fieet and shore,— God for us all I 

Fifty states one, sea-wall and Sun,— 
His will. Who trumpets the onfall, be done. 
Giant, awake I Tho the world shake 
Under the thunder, the morning shall break. 
Steady and strong fiood then your song,— 
By the right, Fonrarrf/ Down, down with the wrong I 1916. 

STAR AND LENS 

WHEN I consider those deep midnight skies, 
Ordained of Thee ;— this son of man, oh, what 
Is he, that Thou dost visit?— such surprise 
Baffling his thought. Tlus; him Thou hast begot 
A lower prince,— Thine image. Stars shine not 
As the astronomer Ck)d magnifies I 1915, 



ORISON 

ASK thee a sign in depth or height*^; 
Show then rach token of Thy power. 
That souls distraught may read ari^t 
Thy presence m this tnrmoiled hour. 

Lust hath affronted love. Thy law 
A bleared and blazing world blasphemes. 
Thy will they flout, nor hold in awe 
Thy promises : but count them dreams. 

Thou Mystery adorable I 
Attest Thine overtaking hand. 
To our chafed hearts Thy pity tell. 
Whose bodings so misunderstand. 

Perplexed by this so long delay, 
We blanch and faint. Are we foif^ot? 
Perish wild night I Immediate day 
Shall speed the oncoming chariot. 

Self-manifesting God of eld 1 
End these infernal wraths and ware ! 
By arehangelic hands upheld, 
Show forth Thy sign between the stare I 1915. 

LUX DOMINI 

THE Besurrection and the Life 
Immortal were reborn 
In light, when He, in victory, 
The veil of night had torn. 

Celestial Star I in world-wide dawn. 
Let this triumphant day, 
For all who hear, end sombre fear 
And roll the stone away. 

The grave hath no dominion more. 
Both worlds of God are one ; 
The bath of death awakeneth 
Where shines the Eternal Son. 
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Captain of Morning 1 Leader, Thou, 
Of them who homeward tread, 
On this dear tide Thy life preside 
To abolish all our dread. 19lt^ 



HOSPICE 

AHAND, OOodI Lest my loose steps misgo 
In these thick shadows, leave me not alone. 
Little my wit to lead me. Overflown 
Is all that onoe I hardily thought to know 
And match and be. That confidence lies low. 
Not over-many days have I to uige 
Mine uphill road. Suffer Thou not the surge 
And swirl to lose me blinded in the snow. 
I dare not further tread without a guide, 

great Companion I Not untowardly. 
What life is I at last "would understand. 
Misled by these cross-trails and mystified 
By sudden sense of strangling apathy, 

1 folter. Traveller, give me Thy hand I 1915. 

ONE TRICOLOR 

LILIES and blue-bells and roses 
Shine in the colors we share. 
These, tho the storm overdoses. 
Braided in beauty we bear. 
Bonded in courage. Unlonely 
Banners, in union advance I 
Bed, White and Blue, are yours only, 
England, America, France. 1915. 
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PRISON WINDOWS 

WHAT if I lie not down, this final night : 
But watch the dark die, till the dawn is come? 
How fall this silence ! There my guard sleeps well ; 
I hope he will not wake until the day. 
What a deep hush enfolds this mighty town I 
Only the challenge of lone sentinels, 
Seldom the glimmer of a passing torch. 
Soon on the Forum and on Caesar's palace 
Will lift the morning star. Beautiful light, 
Whose Source I soon will see I 

While the hours la^st, 
Let me remember now that far-off noon 
When first I saw Him. He was on His way 
Down from Perea. With Him many came : 
I did not notice them and cannot now 
Recall one fsice. Long time had I pushed on 
Toward where folk rumored He was like to be. 
At la49t I found Him thus and there was I. 
He looked. Then with what breath I hcul I called,— 
Good Rabbi, tell me what thing I must do 
To have eternal life 7 For tho advanced 
Beyond mine age in the great Law, which I 
Had straitly kept, I was unsatisfied. 
I wanted more to make my longing sure 
That Ood wa49 near. There manifest He stood I 
Beneath the tender but imsparing search 
Of those deep eyes, I felt my hour had come. 
All these— He said— but yet thou lackest one. 
Just one, thing I What then might that one thing be 7 
And then I saw the only thing wa49 alll 
For ;— Give thyself entirely unto Me. 
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Sell for the poor, come ba^k, be with Me ; then 

Will I share life with thee and thon shalt have 

Me for thy treasure. Luke said that they said 

He seemed to love me at the very first. 

What was there He could love in that poor fool I 

But what He asked of me bulked overmuch, 

Tho clear I saw that He would take no less. 

I thought more highly of myself thaji that 

And so I went away. I know I scowled 

As I turned ba^k. But so I went away. 

What great refusal I So three years were lost I 

To shed all that I had I— live by my hands. 

Needle apprentice ;— quit the synagog ;— 

Take all the chance of want;— be schooled no more? 

My will said No. But war was in my soul ; 

I would and would not, would not and yet would I 

I did not dare again go where He was. 

Angry and torn and bitterly alone, 

I hid myself, so not to hear of Him, 

Until at last [ heard that He was gone. 

Then black distress but made me angrier. 

I sought the chiefs of the Sanhedrin, gave 

Myself to take their warrants, do their work. 

Make havoc and have done. I stood at hand 

To witness, when they slew and Stephen prayed I 

I cursed my choking throat, exceeding mad 

To hear him cry to Christ and say he bawI 

Oh, my true Captain, little did I dream 

I was to lift for Thee what he laid downt 

'T is Stephen's course that I have sought to finish, 

In thirty years of war to keep his faith. 

So went my wretched days, until that noon, 
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When with my horsemen, on Damascus' road, 

I fell at Thy dear smiting, heard Thy voice 

Tell me Thy name and leave my pride in rags. 

Then those dark hours hi which my soul grew bright 

And what I was to do I gladly saw, 

Still one tbingy that same one I lacked before,— 

To follow, listen, testify, serve, die. 

Now I have learned the all-abundant secret. 

Tes, it is slowly brightening in the East. 
Not long now and my door will let them in 
And I wiU go. My shortened days are done. 
Small tho it was, I have spent all I had 
And now am but a wrinkled, broken man. 
But He draws nearer Who was always near. 
The vision that became my light of life 
Approaches this third time. Soon, soon, to see 
Him as He is and hear Him say— Saul! Paull 
Stephen will welcome me, good Barnabas, 
Who first assured them I had come to life 
In One who lived, all the belovdd friends 
I 've held along my way and am to meet. 
There comes the first ray, shadows fall apart 
And disappear, which I shall no more see. 
My troubled questionings so dissolve in peace. 
This mortal puts on immortalily. 
What things befel me, mobs, rods, dungeonings. 
Perils whatever, worst of all, false friends. 
Are swallowed up as nothing. Only Than ! 

Ck>mpanion Spirit, of these blessdd years. 
Walk with me forth.— (Oh, that all Israel 
Might have Him, tool )— Such a few steps— and thenl 
I am persuaded neither death nor life 
Shall separate me from Messiah's love. 



To know as I have been known, evermore 

Citizenship to hold in no mean City I 

If I have qualified, it is all of Him, 

By His sheer grace dredged from the ocean floor. 

Tho none stood by me at my first defence, 

I shall not be a castaway, tho least 

Among the least in His great diadem. 

Now, soldierly, straight up, eyes front ! Please Him 

Who there enrolled thy service, long ago. 

I left that other armor in the dust. 

My sword is hacked down even to the hilt : 

When Nero's falls, I shall escape its edge 

And leap into the light of liberty. 

I hear the guard tramp down the corridor. 

They come to undo my bonds. Oh, fairest day 1 I9ie. 



"MANIBDS DATE LILIA PLENIS" 

GBEATHEABT, so lowly bom, so rudely bred, 
Decreed the Captain of those lurid years, 
Loneling of Time, with suffocating tears 
Laid tenderly among the mightiest dead, 
What trust, what love, thy towering spirit led 
Thro dark, tremendous days 1 What sanity 
Oirded thy sadness, Lincoln ! Humanity 
Thy mystic kin, whose life with longing bled. 
Out of the West, to weld the South and North 
In the war-blast, simple, so unaware 
Of thy rare dignity, pitiful and wise. 
Hearing the undertones that summoned forth 
Great hosts to die, when all was done, to bear 
Thy red libation to the sacrifice I 1916. 
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COMMENCEMENT HYMN 

ANEW pluck forfch Thy hand, 
Ood of our motherland I 
Thy peace for her command, 
The dangers lour ; 
Thou only Lord of men. 
Heed our appeal again. 
Be now what Thou wert then 
In midnight's hour. Beveal Thy power I 

Stand with us, while betide 
Dour ills on every side, 
Despite our wayward pride, 
Bare Thy right arm. 
Trusting in Thee alone. 
Thy sanctuaried throne 
We seek. Oreat help be shown I 
Prevent our harm and quell alarm. 

So will we magnify 
Thy name, Thou Grod Most High, 
Who ridest on the sky 
To work Thy will. 
We own Thee evermore. 
Winds rave and waters roar: 
But faith shall find the shore. 
Christ's word fulfill, wild waves,— JBe«ti7// 

From woe and wrong redeem. 
Blazon that cross supreme. 
Till Love's white banner gleam 
For human right. 
Time's vast confusions mend, 
From hate and horror fend. 
War waste and hell-flame end. 
Quenched by Thy might and drenched in l^ht I 

1916- 
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AURORA 

ADVANCE THE Flag I Those morning stars are singing 
Above what streaming belts of blsizing light I 
For that true Blue, love Red and honor White, 
One loyal shout our free-sworn land is ringing. 
Shorn be the band that would tear tbee^ 
Withered the arm that would dare thee. 
Bold hearts to victory bear thee; 
Advance the Flag! 

Flag of the starlight I Beautiful thy story — 
How brave souls carried thee in days of old I 
For Liberty and Union, each fair fold 
We lift again. Have right of way, Old Olory I 
Shorn be the hand— 

With Man 's great hope, shine on I False thrones shall wonder, 
When human love her valor hath unsheathed. 
Ouard, Ood above, what earlier days bequeathed ! 
On J on, dear Flag I in sunshine or in thunder. 

Shorn be the hand- 
saw wide and far, America, our mother. 
Unfurl those seven times seven Pleiades! 
From plain and mountain gather to thy knees 
One equal household, brother unto brother. 

Stout be the hearts that attend her. 

Steadfast our will to defynd her. 

Cause that shall never surrender I 

Advance the Flag! 1916. 
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UNDER WEIGH 

OFF shore I float, 
Bubble or boat, 
From coastB that were to coasts remote. 
Hayenward fare. 
Or to lapse in air 
Obliterate?— the end I dare. 

What shall it be 
Beyond this sea? 
What void or vision waiteth me ? 
Whom may I ^reet. 
When the heaving street 
Of waters ends,— my wake complete? 

Tempest and wave 
About me rave : 

But the welter and roar I steadily crave. 
Perchance what strand, 
When I make land, 
Tho naught but a broken oar in hand ? 

A continent 
Tuifed with content, 
Or an eyot surfed, in solitude pent? 
Whitheraway 
I sail to day, 
Who is it knows? What voice can say ? 

Onward I reel: 
But the quivering keel 
Answers the Himd upon the wheel. 
LoDdjHol I win. 
Out of the din, 
Lord of the Ocean, pilot me in 1 i$is. 




ITS 

LATE EVENING 

AY is quite gone. The birds no longer threap. 

A vesper bell is clinking far away. 

Corroding autumn has forgotten May. 
The afternoons toward miserly winter creep. 
Lingeringly I move thro twilight deep. 
About me pensively, as I slower walk. 
They come with whom longby I used to talk, 
Whispering dully, as they were asleep. 
Bedtime is near, with its strange solitude 
Which can but dream of dreams. I go to rest 
Where 'Now I lay me down ' is last of all. 
C!older the air. The mistral rises rude. 
I am tired. Silent along the faded West 
A ship enters the smothering fog. Nightfall i91(l 
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